
• f ■ 



A 



GENERAL VIEW 

OF THE 

EPIC POEM, 

A\D OF 

THE ILIAD AND ODYSSEY; 

EXTRACTED FROM BOSSU. 



SECT. I. 

THE NATURE OF EPIC POETRY. 

The fables of poets were originally employed in 
representing the Divine Nature, according to the 
notion then conceived of it. This sublime subject 
occasioned the first poets to be called divines, and 
poetry the language of the gods. They divided 
the divine attributes into so many persons; because 
the infirmity of a human mind cannot sufficiently 
conceive, or explain, so much power and action in 
a simplicity so great and indivisible as that of God. 
And perhaps they were also jealous of the advan- 
tages they reaped from such excellent and exalted 



4 A GENERAL VIEW OP 

learning, and of which they thought the vulgar part 
of mankind was not worthy. 

They could not describe the operations of this 
almighty cause, without speaking at the same time 
of its effects : so that to divinity they added phy- 
siology, and treated of both, without quitting (he 
umbrages of their allegorical expressions. 

But man being the chief and most noble of all 
tliat God produced, and nothing being so proper, 
or more useful, to poets than this subject, they 
added it to the former, and treated of the doctrine 
of morality after the same manner as they did that 
of divinity and physiology: and from mo 1 ity thus 
treated, is formed tliat kind of poem id fable 
which we call epic. 

The poets did the same in morality, that the 
divines had done in divinity. But that infinite 
variety of the actions and operations of the Divine 
Nature (to which our understanding bears so small 
a proportion) did as it were force them upon di- 
viding the single idea of the only one God into 
several persons, under the different names of Jupi- 
ter, Juno, Neptune, and the rest. 

And, on the other hand, the nature of moral 
philosophy being such, as never to treat of things 
in particular, but in general, the epic poets were 
obliged to unite in one single idea, in one and the 
same person, and in an action which appeared sin- 
gular, all that looked like it in different persons, 
and in various actions ; which might be thus con- 
tained as so many species under their genus. 

The presence of the Deity, and the care such an 
august cause is to be supposed to take about any 
action, obliges the poet to represent this action 
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as great, important, and managed by kings and 
princes'. It obliges him likewise to think and 
speak in an elevated way, above the vulgar, and in 
a style that may in some sort keep up the character 
of the divine persons he introduces. 2 To this end 
serve the poetical and figurative expression, and 
the majesty of the heroic verse. 

But all this, being divine and surprising, may 
quite ruin all probability: therefore the poet should 
take a peculiar care as to that point, since Ins chief 
aim is to insttuct, and without probability any 
action is less likely to persuade. 

Lastly, since precepts ought to be concise 3 , to 
be the more easily conceived, and less oppress the 
memory, and since nothing can be more effectual 
to this end than proposing one single idea, and col- 
lecting all things so well together, as to be present 
to our minds all at once ; therefore the poets have 
reduced all to one single action 4 , under one and 
the same design, and in a body whose members and 
parts should be homogeneous. 

What we have observed of the nature of the epic 
poem gives us a just idea of it, and we may define 
it thus ; 

‘ The epic poem is a discourse invented by art, 

* Res gestae reguuique ducumque.’ HOR. Art. roel. 

* - ■ ■■■ ‘ Cui mens divinior atqne os 

Magna souatui um, des Nominis hnju* honorem/ 

HOR AT. 

3 * Qulcquid przecipies eSto brevis, at cith dicta 
Pcrcipiant animi docilcs, teneantqne fideles.’ 

HOR. Poet. 

4 * Denique sit qnodvis simplex duntaxat, et nnnna.' 

HOR. Poet. 

VOL. I. B 
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to form the manners, by such instructions as are 
disguised under the allegories of some one impor- 
tant action, which is related in verse, after a pro- 
bable, diverting, and surprising manner.’ 



SECT. II. 

THE FABLE OF THE ILIAD. 

In every design which a man deliberately under- 
takes, the end he proposes is the first thing in his 
mind, and that by which he governs the whole work, 
and all its parts : thus, since the end of the epic 
poem is to regulate the manners, it is with this first 
view the poet ought to begin. 

But there is a great difference between the phi- 
losophical and the poetical doctrine of manners. 
The schoolmen content themselves with treating of 
virtues and vices in general : the instructions they 
give are proper for all states of people, and for all 
ages. But the poet has a nearer regard to his own 
country, and the necessities of his own nation. 
With this design he makes choice of some piece of 
morality, the most proper and just he can imagine : 
and in order to press this home, he makes less use 
of the force of reasoning, than of the power of in- 
sinuation ; accommodating himself to the parti- 
cular customs and inclinations of those who are 
to be the subject, or the readers, of his work. 

Let us now see how Homer has acquitted him- 
self in these respects. 

He saw the Grecians, for whom he designed his 
poem, were divided into as many states as they had 
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capital cities. Each was a body politic apart, and 
had its form of government independent from all 
the rest. And yet these distinct states were very 
often obliged to unite together tn one body against 
their common enemies. These were two very dif- 
ferent sorts of government, such as could not be 
comprehended in one maxim of morality, and in 
one single poem. 

The poet therefore has made two distinct fables 
of them. The one is for Greece in general, united 
into one body, but composed of parts independent 
on each other ; and the other for each particular 
state, considered as they were in time of peace, 
without the former circumstances and the necessity 
of being united. 

As for the first sort of government, in the union, 
or rather in the confederacy, of many independent 
states, experience has ah rays made it appear, ‘ That 
nothing so much causes success as a due subordina- 
tion, and a right understanding among the chief 
commanders. And on the other hand, the inevita- 
ble ruin of such confederacies proceeds from the 
heats, jealousies, and ambition of the different 
leaders, and the discontents of submitting to a single 
general.’ All sorts of states, and in particular the 
Grecians, had dearly experienced this truth. Sa 
that the most useful and necessary instruction that 
could be given them, was, to lay before their eyes 
the loss which both the people and the princes must 
of necessity suffer, by the ambition, discord, and 
obstinacy of the latter. 

Homer then has taken for the foundation of his 
fable this great truth j that a misunderstanding be- 
tween princes is the ruin of their own states. * I 
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sing (says he) the anger of Achilles, so pernicious 
to the Grecians, and the cause of so many heroes’ 
deaths, occasioned by the discord and separation of 
Agamemnon and that prince.’ 

But that this truth may be completely and fully 
known, there is need of a second to support it. 
It is necessary in spell a design, not only to repre- 
sent the confederate states at first disagreeing 
among themselves, and from thence unfortunate, 
but to show the same states afterwards reconciled 
and united, and of consequence victorious. 

Let us now see how he has joined all these in 
one general action. 

‘ Several princes independent on one another 
were united against a common enemy. The person 
whom they had elected their general, offers an af- 
front to the most valiant of all the confederates. 
This offended prince is so. far provoked as to re- 
linquish the union, and obstinately refuse to fight 
for the common cause. This misunderstanding 
gives the enemy such an advantage, that the allies 
are very near quitting their design with dishonour. 
He himself who made the separation is not exempt 
from sharing the misfortune wliich he brought upon 
his party ; for having permitted his intimate friend 
to succour them in a great necessity, this friend i& 
killed by the enemy’s general. Thus the contend- 
ing princes, being both made wiser at their own 
cost, are reconciled, and unite again : then this 
valiant prince not only obtains the victory in the 
public cause, but revenges his private wrongs by 
killing with his own hands the author of the death 
of his friend.’ 

This is the first platform of the poem, and the 
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fiction \rhicli reduces into one important and uni- 
versal action all the particulars upon which it turns. 

In the next place, it must be rendered probable 
by the circumstances of times, places, and persons : 
some persons must be found out, already known 
by history or otherwise, whom we may with proba- 
bility make the actors and personages of this fablp. 
Homer has made choice of the siege of Troy, and 
feigned that this action happened there. To a 
phantom of his brain, whom he would paint valiant 
and choleric, he has given the name of Achilles ; 
that of Agamemnon to his general; that of Hector 
to the enemy’s commander ; and so to the rest. 

Besides, he was obliged to accommodate himself 
to the manners, customs, aud genius of the Greeks 
his auditors, the better to make them attend to the 
instruction of his poem, and to gain their approba- 
tion by praising them ; so that they might the better 
forgive him the representation of their own faults 
in some of his chief personages. He admirably 
discharges all these duties, by making these brave 
princes and those victorious people all Grecians, 
and the fathers of those he had a mind to commend. 

But not being content, in a work of such a length, 
to propose only the principal point of the moral, 
and to fill up the rest with useless ornaments and 
foreign incidents, he extends this moral by all its 
necessary consequences. As, for instance, in the 
subject before us, it is not enough to know, that a 
good understanding ought always to be maintained 
among confederates ; it is likewise of equal impor- 
tance, that if there happens any division, care must 
be taken to keep it secret from the enemy, that 
their ignorance of this advantage may prevent their 
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making use of it And in the second place, when 
their concord is but counterfeit and only in appear- 
ance, one should never press the enemy too closely ; 
for this would discover the weakness which we 
ought to conceal from them. 

The episode of Patroclus most admirably fur- 
nishes us with these two instructions ; for when he 
appeared in the arms of Achilles, the Trojans, who 
took him for that prince now reconciled and united 
to the confederates, immediately gave ground, and 
quitted the advantages they had before over the 
Greeks. But Patroclus, who should have been 
contented with this success, presses upon Hector 
too boldly, and by obliging him to fight, soon dis- 
covers that it was not the true Achilles who was 
clad in his armour, but a hero of much inferior 
prowess. So that Hector kills him, and regains 
those advantages which the Trojans had lost, on the 
opinion that Achilles was reconciled. 



SECT. III. 

THE FABLE OF THE ODYSSEY. 

The Odyssey was not designed, like the Iliad, for 
instruction of all the states of Greece joined in 
one body, but for each state in particular. As a 
state is composed of two parts, the head which 
commands and the members which obey, there are 
instructions requisite to both, to teach the one to 
govern, and the others to submit to government 
There are two virtues necessary to one in autho- 
rity, prudence to order, and care to see his orders 
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put in execution. The prudence of a politician is 
not acquired but by a long experience in all sorts 
of business, and by an acquaintance with all the 
different forms of governments and states. The 
care of the administration suffers not him that has 
the government to rely upon others, but requires 
his own presence ; and kings who are absent from 
their states are in danger of losing them, and give 
occasion to great disorders and confusion. 

These two points may be easily united in one 
and the same man. ‘ A king forsakes his kingdom 
to visit the courts of several princes, where he 
learns the manners and customs of different nations. 
From hence there naturally arises a vast number of 
incidents, of dangers, and of adventures, very use- 
ful for a political institution. On the other side, 
this absence gives way to the disorders which hap- 
pen in his own kingdom, and which end not till his 
return, whose presence only can re-establish all 
tilings.’ Thus the absence of a king has the same 
effects in this fable, as the division of the princes 
had in the former. 

The subjects have scarce any need but of one 
general maxim, which is, To suffer themselves to 
be governed, and to obey faitlifully, whatever 
reason they may imagine against the orders they 
receive. It is easy to join this instruction with the 
other, by bestowing on this wise and industrious 
prince such subjects, as in his absence would rather 
follow their own judgment than his commands ; and 
by demonstrating the misfortunes wliich this diso- 
bedience draws upon them, the evil consequences 
which almost infallibly attend these particular no- 
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tions, which are entirely different from the general 
idea of him who ought to govern. 

But as it was necessary that the princes in the 
Iliad should be choleric and quarrelsome, so it is 
necessary in the fable of the Odyssey that the chief 
person should be sage and prudent. This raises a 
difficulty in the fiction ; because this person ought 
to be absent for the two reasons aforementioned, 
which are essential to the fable, and which con- 
stitute the principal aim of it : but he cannot ab- 
sent himself, without offending against another 
maxim of equal importance, viz. That a king 
should upon no account leave his country. 

It is true, there are sometimes such necessities 
as sufficiently excuse the prudence of a politician 
in this point. But such a necessity is a thing im- 
portant enough of itself to supply matter for ano- 
ther poem, and this multiplication of the action 
would be vicious. To prevent which, in the first 
place, this necessity and the departure of the hero 
must be disjoined from the poem ; and in the 
second place, the hero having been obliged to ab- 
sent himself, for a reason antecedent to the action, 
and placed distinct from the fable, he ought not so 
far to embrace this opportunity of instructing him- 
self, as to absent himself voluntarily from his own 
government. For at this rate, his absence would 
be merely voluntary, and one might with reason 
lay to his charge all the disorders which might arise. 

Thus in the constitution of the fable he ought not 
to take for his action, and for the foundation of his 
poem, the departure of a prince from his own 
country, nor his voluntary stay in any other place ; 
but his return, and this return retarded against his 
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will. This is the first idea Homer gives us of it.- 
His hero s appears at first in a desolate island, sit- 
ting upon the side of the sea, which with tears in 
his eyes he looks upon as the obstacle that had so 
long opposed his return, and detained him from 
revisiting his own dear country. 

And lastly, since this forced delay might more 
naturally and usually happen to such as make voy- 
ages by sea, Homer has judiciously made choice of 
a prince whose kingdom was in an island. 

Let us see then how he has feigned all this ac- 
tion, making his hero a person in years, because 
years are requisite to instruct a man in prudence 
and policy. 

t A prince had been obliged to forsake his na- 
five country, and to head an army of his subjects 
in a foreign expedition. Having gloriously per- 
formed this enterprise, he was marching home 
again, and conducting his subjects to his own state; 
but, spite of all the attempts with which the eager- 
ness to return had inspired him, he was stopped by 
the way by tempests for several years, and cast 
upon several countries differing from each other in 
manners and government. In these dangers, his 
companions, not always following his orders, perish- 
ed through their own fault. The grandees of his 
country strangely abuse his absence, and raise no 
small disorders at home. They consume his estate, 
conspire to destroy his son, would constrain his 
queen to accept of one of them for her husband ; 
and indulge themselves in all violence, so much the 
more, because they were persuaded he would never 
return. But at last he returns, and discovering 
himself only to his son and some others, who had 

* Odyssey v. 
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continued firm to him, he is an eye-witness of the 
insolence of his enemies, punishes them according 
to their deserts, and restores to his island that tran- 
quillity and repose to which they had been strangers 
during his absence.’ 

As the truth, which serves for foundation to this 
fiction, is, that the absence of a person from his 
own home, or his neglect of his own affairs, is the 
cause of great disorders ; so the principal point of 
the action, and the most essential one, is the ab- 
sence of the hero. This fills almost all the poem ; 
for not only this real absence lasted several years, 
but even when the hero returned he does not discover 
himself: and this prudent disguise, from whence 
he reaped so much advantage, has the same effect 
upon the authors of the disorders, and all others 
who knew him not, as his real absence had before ; 
so that he is absent as to them till the very moment 
of their punishment. 

After the poet had thus composed his fable, and 
joined the fiction to the truth, he then made choice 
of Ulysses, the king of the isle of Ithaca, to main- 
tain the character of his chief personage, and be- 
stowed the rest upon Telemachus, Penelope, Anti- 
nous, and others, whom he calls by what names he 
pleases. 

I shall not here insist upon the many excellent 
advices, which are so many parts and natural con- 
sequences of the fundamental truth ; and which 
the poet very dexterously lays down in those 
fictions which are the episodes and members of the 
entire action. Such for instance are these ad- 
vices ; — Not to intrude oneself into the mysteries 
of government, which tire prince keeps secret : 
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this is represented to us by the winds shut up in a 
bull’s hide, which *thc miserable companions of 
Ulysses would needs be so foolish as to pry into. 
Not to suffer oneself to be led away by the seeming 
charms of an idle and inactive life, to which the 
Sirens’ song 6 invited. Not to suffer oneself to be 
sensualized by pleasures, like those who were 
changed into brutes by Circe : and a great many 
other points of morality necessary for all sorts of 
people. 

This poem is more useful to the people than the 
Iliad, where the subjects suffer rather by the ill 
conduct of their princes tlian through their own 
miscarriages. But in the Odyssey it is not the fault 
of Ulysses that is the ruin of his subjects. This 
wise prince leaves untried no method to make them 
partakers of the benefit of his return. Thus the 
poet in the Iliad says, ‘ He sings the anger of 
Achilles, which had caused the death of so many 
Grecians and, on the contrary, in the Odyssey 7 
he tells his readers, * That the subjects perished 
through their own fault.' 



SECT. IV. 

OF THE ONITY OF THE FABLE. 

Aristotle bestows great encomiums upon Homer 
for the simplicity of his design, because he has in- 
cluded in one single part all that happened at the 
siege of Troy. And to this he opposes the igno- 

6 ‘ Improba Siren desidia.’ HORAT. 

7 At/ruiv y«o o-fihgvo-iii aTcur3'a>Jy<riv oXovto. ODYSS. h 
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ranee of some poets, who imagined that the unity 
o* the \ aWe or action was sufficiently preserved by 
the unity of the hero; and who composed their 
1 heseids, Heracieids, and the like, wherein thev 
only heaped up in one poem every thing that hap- 
pened to one personage. 

He finds fault with those poets who were for re- 
ducing the unity of the fable into the unity of the 
hero, because one man may have performed several 
adventures which it is impossible to reduce under 
any one general and simple head. This reducing 
of all things to unity and simplicity is what Horace 
likewise makes his first rule : 

* Denique sit quodvis simplex duntaxat, et unum.’ 

According to these rules, it will be allowable 
to make use of several fables, or, to speak more 
correctly, of several incidents which may be di- 
vided into several fables ; provided they are so or- 
dered that the unity of the fable be not spoiled. 
Hus liberty is still greater in the epic poem, be- 
cause it is of a larger extent, and ought to be en- 
tire and complete. 

I will explain myself more distinctly by the prac- 
tice of Homer. 

No doubt but one might make four distinct 
tables out of these four following instructions : 

1 . * Division between those of the same party- 
exposes them entirely to their enemies.’ 

2. ‘ Conceal your weakness, and you will be 
dreaded as much as if yon had none of those im- 
perfections of which they are ignorant.’ 

3. ‘ When your strength is only feigned, and 
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founded only in the opinion of others, never ven- 
ture so far as if your strength was real.’ 

• 4. ‘ The more you agree together, the less hurt 
can your enemies do you.’ 

It is plain, I say, that each of these particular 
maxims might serve for the groundwork of a fic- 
tion, and one might make four distinct fables out 
of them. May not one then put all these into one 
single epopea? Not unless one single fable can be 
made out of all. The poet indeed may have so 
much skill as to unite all into one body as members 
and parts, each of which taken asunder would be 
imperfect ; and if he joins them so, tliis conjunc- 
tion sliall be no hinderance at all to the unity and 
the regular simplicity of the fable. This is what 
Homer has done with such success in the composi- 
tion of the Iliad. 

1. ‘ The division between Achilles and his allies 
tended to the ruin of their designs.’ 2. ‘ Patro- 
dus comes to their relief in the armour of tliis hero 
and Hector retreats.’ 3. * But this young man, 
pushing the advantage which his disguise gave him 
too far, ventures to engage with Hector himself; 
but not being master of Achilles’ strength (whom 
he only represented in outward appearance) lie is 
killed, and by tliis means leaves the Grecian affairs 
in the same disorder, from which in that disguise 
he came to free them.’ 4. ‘ Achilles, provoked at 
the death of his friend, is reconciled, and revenges 
his loss by the death of Hector.* These various 
incidents being thus united, do not make different 
actions and fables, but are only the incomplete and 
unfinished parts of one and the same action and 
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fable, which alone, when taken thus complexly, 
can be said to be complete and entire : and all these 
maxims of the moral are easily reduced into these 
two parts, which in my opinion cannot be sepa- 
rated without enervating the force of both. The 
two parts are these 8 , That a right understanding is 
the preservation, and discord the destruction, of 
states. 

Though then the poet has made use of two parts 
in his poems, each of which might have served for 
a fable, as we have observed, yet this multiplication 
cannot be called a vicious and irregular polymytbia, 
contrary to the necessary unity and simplicity of 
the fable ; but it gives the fable another qualifica- 
tion, altogether necessary and regular, namely, its 
perfection and finishing stroke. 



SECT V. 

OF THE ACTION OF THE EPIC POEM. 

The action of a poem is the subject which the 
poet undertakes, proposes, and builds upon. So 
that the moral and the instructions which are the 
end of the epic poem are not the matter of it. 
Those the poets leave in their allegorical and figu- 
rative obscurity. They only give notice at the 
exordium, that they sing some action : the revenge 
of Achilles, the return of Ulysses, &c. 

Since then the action is the matter of a fable, it 
is evident that whatever incidents are essential to 

8 * Concordia res parvae crescnnt : dhcordia dilabun- 

ltir. 1 SALLUST, de Bello Jug. 
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the fable, or constitute a part of it, are necessary 
also to the action, and are parts of the epic matter, 
none of which ought to be omitted. Such, for in- 
stance, are the contention of Agamemnon and 
Achilles, the slaughter Hector makes in the Grecian 
army, the reunion of the Greek princes ; and, lastly, 
the resettlement and victory which was the conse- 
quence of that reunion. 

There are four qualifications in the epic action ; 
the first is its unity, the second its integrity, the 
third its importance, the fourth its duration. 

The unity of the epic action, as well as the unity 
of the fable, does not consist either in the unity of 
the hero, or in the unity of time : three thiHgs I 
suppose are necessary to it. The first is, to make 
use of no episode but what arises from the very plat- 
form and foundation of the action, and is as it were 
a natural member of the body. The second is, ex- 
actly to unite these episodes and these members 
with one another. And the third is, never to finish 
any episode so as it may seem to be an entire action; 
but to let each episode still appear, in its own par- 
ticular nature, as the member of a body, and as a 
part of itself not complete. 

OF THE BEGINNING, MIDDLE, AND END OF THE 
ACTION. 

Aristotle not only says that the epic action should 
be one, but adds, that it should be entire, perfect, 
and complete ; and for this purpose ought to have 
a beginning, a middle, and an end. These three 
parts of a whole are too generally and universally 
denoted by the words, beginning, middle, and end ; 
we may interpret them more precisely, and say, 
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that the causes and designs of an action are the 
beginning ; that the effects of these causes, and the 
difficulties that are met with in the execution of 
these designs, are the middle; and that the un- 
ravelling and resolution of these difficulties are 
the end. 



THE ACTION OF THE ILIAD. 

Homer’s design in the Iliad is to relate the anger 
and revenge of Achilles. The beginning of this 
action is the change of Achilles from a calm to a 
passionate temper. The middle is the effects of 
his passion, and all the illustrious deaths it is the 
cause of. The end of this same action is the return 
of Achilles to his calmness of temper again. All 
was quiet in tire Grecian camp, when Agamemnon 
their general provokes Apollo against them, whom 
he was willing to appease afterwards at the cost 
and prejudice of Achilles, who had no part in his 
fault. This then is an exact beginning; it supposes 
nothing before, and requires after it the effects of 
this anger. Achilles revenges liimself, and that is 
an exact middle ; it supposes before it the anger 
of Achilles, this revenge is the effect of it. Then 
this middle requires after it the effects of this re- 
venge, which is the satisfaction of Achilles : for the 
revenge had not been complete, unless Achilles 
had been satisfied. By this means the poet makes 
his hero, after lie was glutted by the mischief he 
had done to Agamemnon, by the death of Hector, 
and the honour he did his friend, by insulting over 
his murderer ; he makes him, I say, to be moved 
by the tears and misfortunes of king Priam. We 
see him as calm at the end of the poem, during the 



Digitized by Google 




THE EPIC POEM. 



21 

funeral of Hector, as he was at the beginning of 
the poem, whilst the plague raged among the 
Grecians. This end is just, since the calmness of 
temper Achilles re-enjoyed, is only an effect of the 
revenge which ought to have preceded : and after 
this nobody expects any more of his anger. Thus 
has Homer been very exact in the beginning, 
middle, and end of the action he made choice of 
for the subject of his Iliad. 

THE ACTION OF THE ODYSSEY. 

His design in the Odyssey was to describe the 
return of Ulysses from the siege of Troy, and his 
arrival at Ithaca. He opens this poem with the 
complaints of Minerva against Neptune, who op- 
posed the return of this hero, and against Calypso, 
who detained him in an island from Ithaca. Is this 
a beginning? No; doubtless, the reader would 
know why Neptune is displeased with Ulysses, and 
how this prince came to be with Calypso? He 
would know how he came from Troy thither ? The 
poet answers his demands out of the mouth of 
Ulysses himself, who relates these things, and be- 
gins the action by the recital of his travels from 
the city of Troy. It signifies little whether the 
beginning of the action be the beginning of the 
poem. The beginning of this action is that which 
happens to Ulysses, when upon his leaving Troy 
he bends his course for Ithaca. The middle com- 
prehends all the misfortunes he endured, and all 
the disorders of his own government. The end is 
the reinstating of the hero in the peaceable posses- 
sion of his kingdom, where he was acknowledged 
by his son, his wife, his father, and several others. 
yol. x. c 
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The poet was sensible he should have ended ill, 
had he gone no further than the death of these 
princes, who were the rivals and enemies of Ulys- 
ses, because the reader might have looked for some 
revenge which the subjects of these princes might 
have taken on him who had killed their sovereigns ; 
but this danger over, and the people vanquished 
and quieted, there was nothing more to be expect- 
ed. The poem and the action have all their parts, 
and no more. 

But the order of the Odyssey differs from that 
of the Iliad, in that the poem does not begin with 
the beginning of the action. 

OF THE CAUSES AND BEGINNING OF THE ACTION* 

The causes of the action are also what the poet 
is obliged to give an account of. There are three 
sorts of causes, the humours, the interests, and the 
designs of men ; and these different causes of an 
action are likewise often the causes of one another, 
every man taking up those interests in which his 
humour engages him, and forming those designs to 
which his humour and interest incline him. Of all 
these the poet ought to inform his readers, and 
render them conspicuous in his principal per- 
sonages. 

Homer has ingeniously begun his Odyssey with 
the transactions at Ithaca, during the absence of 
Ulysses, If he had begun with the travels of his 
hero, he would scarce have spoken of any one else ; 
and a man might have read a great deal of the poem, 
without conceiving the least idea of Telemachns, 
Penelope, or her suitors, who had so great a share 
in the action ; but in the beginning he has pitched 
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upon, besides these personages whom he discovers, 
he represents Ulysses in his full length ; and from 
the very first opening one sees the interest which 
the gods take in the action. 

The skill and care of the same poet may be seen 
likewise in inducing his personages in the first book 
of his Iliad, where he discovers the humours, the 
interests, and the designs of Agamemnon, Achilles, 
Hector, Ulysses, and several others, and even of 
the deities. And in his second, he makes a review 
of the Grecian and Trojan armies ; which is full 
evidence, that all we have here said is very necessary. 

OF THE MIDDLE OR INTRIGUE OF THE ACTION. 

As these causes are the beginning of the action, 
the opposite designs against that of the hero are 
the middle of it, and form that difficulty, or intrigue, 
which makes up the greatest part of the poem ; the 
solution or unravelling commences when the reader 
begins to see that difficulty removed, and the 
doubts cleared up. Homer has divided each of his 
poems into two parts, and has put a particular in- 
trigue, and the solution of it, into each part. 

The first part of the Iliad is the anger of Achilles, 
who is for revenging himself upon Agamemnon by 
the means of Hector and the Trojans. The in- 
trigue comprehends the three days fight which 
happened in the absence of Acliilles : mid it con- 
sists on one side in the resistance of Agamemnon 
and the Grecians, and on the other in the revenge- 
ful and inexorable humour of Achilles, which would 
not suffer him to be reconciled. The loss of the 
Grecians, and the despair of Agamemnon, prepare 
for a solution by the satisfaction which the incensed 
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hero received from it. The death of Patroclus, 
joined to the offers of Agamemnon, which of them- 
selves had proved ineffectual, remove this difficulty, 
and make the unravelling of the first part. 

This death is likewise the beginning of the second 
part ; since it puts Achilles upon the design of re- 
venging himself on Hector. But the design of Hec- 
tor is opposite to that of Achilles : this Trojan is 
valiant, and resolved to stand on his own defence. 
Tliis valour and resolution of Hector are on his part 
the cause of the intrigue. All the endeavours 
Achilles used to meet with Hector, and be the 
death of him ; and the contrary endeavours of the 
Trojan to keep out of his reach, and defend him- 
self, are the intrigue ; which comprehends the battle 
of the last day. The unravelling begins at the 
death of Hector; and besides that, it contains the 
insulting of Achilles over his body, the honours he 
paid to Patroclus, and the intreaties of king Priam. 
The regrets of this king, and the other Trojans, in 
the sorrowful obsequies they paid to Hector's body, 
end the unravelling ; they justify the satisfaction of 
Achilles, and demonstrate his tranquillity. 

The first part of the Odyssey is the return of 
Ulysses into Ithaca. Neptune opposed it by raising 
tempests, and this makes the intrigue. The un- 
ravelling is the arrival of Ulysses upon his own 
island, where Neptune could offer him no further 
injury. The second part is the reinstating this 
hero in his own government. The princes that 
are his rivals, oppose him, and this is a fresh in- 
trigue : the solution of it begins at their deaths, and 
is completed as soon as the Ithacans were appeased. 

These two parts in the Odyssey have not one 
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common intrigue. The anger of Achilles forms 
both the intrigues in the Iliad ; and it is so lar the 
matter of this epopea, that the very beginning and 
end of this poem depend on the beginning and end 
of this anger. But let the desire Achilles had to 
revenge himself, and the desire Ulysses had to re- 
turn to his own country, be never so near allied, 
yet we cannot place them under one and the same 
notion : for that desire of Ulysses is not a passion 
that begins and ends in the poem with the action ; 
it is a natural habit : nor does the poet propose it 
for his subject, as he does the anger of Achilles. 

We have already observed what is meant by the 
intrigue, and the unravelling thereof ; let us now 
say something of the manner of forming both. 
These two should arise naturally out of the very 
essence and subject of the poem, and are to be de- 
duced from thence. Their conduct is so exact and 
natural, that it seems as. if their action had pre- 
sented them with whatever they inserted, without 
putting themselves to the trouble of a further 
inquiry. 

What is more usual and natural to warriors, than 
anger, heat, passion, and impatience of bearing the 
least affront or disrespect P This is what forms the 
intrigue of the Iliad ; and every thing we read 
there is nothing else but the effect of this humour 
and these passions. 

What more natural and usual obstacle to those 
who take voyages, than the sea, the winds, and the 
storms ? Homer makes this the intrigue of the first 
part of the Odyssey : and for the second, he makes 
use of almost the infallible effect of the long ab- 
sence of a master, whose return is quite despaired 
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of, viz. the insolence of his servants and neigh- 
bours, the danger of his son and wife, and the se- 
questration of his estate. Besides, an absence of 
almost twenty years, and the insupportable fatigues 
joined to the age of which Ulysses then was, might 
induce him to believe that he should not be owned 
by those who thought him dead, and whose interest 
it was to have him really so. Therefore, if he had 
presently declared who he was, and had called him- 
self Ulysses, they would easily have destroyed him 
as an impostor, before he had an opportunity to 
make himself known. 

There could be nothing more natural nor more 
necessary than this ingenious disguise, to which the 
advantages his enemies bad taken of his absence had 
reduced him, and to which his long misfortunes had 
inured him. This allowed him an opportunity, with- 
out hazarding any thing, of taking the best mea- 
sures he could, against those persons who could 
not so much as mistrust any harm from him. This 
way was afforded him, by the very nature of his 
action, to execute his designs, and overcome the 
obstacles it cast before him. And it is this contest 
between the prudence and the dissimulation of a 
single man on one hand, and the ungovernable in- 
solence of so many rivals on the other, which con- 
stitutes the intrigue of the second part of the 
Odyssey. 

OF THE END OR UNRAVELLING OF THE ACTION. 

If the plot or intrigue must be natural, and such 
as springs from the subject, as has been already 
urged, then the winding-up of the plot, by a more 
sure claim, must have this qualification, and be a 
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probable consequence of all that went before. As 
this is what the readers regard more than the rest, 
so should the poet be more exact in it. This is the 
end of the poem, and the last impression that is 
to be stamped upon them. 

We shall find this in the Odyssey. Ulysses by a 
tempest is cast upon the island of the Phveacians, 
to whom he discovers himself, and desires they 
would favour his return to his own country, which 
was not very far distant. One cannot see any 
reason why the king of this island should refuse 
such a reasonable request to a hero whom he seemed 
to have in great esteem. The Phaeacians indeed 
had heard him tell the story of his adventures ; and 
in this fabulous recital consisted all the advantage 
that he could derive from his presence ; for the art 
of war which they admired in him, his undaunted- 
ness under dangers, his indefatigable patience, and 
other virtues, were such as these islanders were 
not used to. All their talent lay in singing and 
dancing, and whatsoever was charming in a quiet 
life. And here we see how dexterously Homer 
prepares the incidents he makes use of. These 
people could do no less; for the account witli which 
Ulysses had so much entertained them, than afford 
him a ship and a safe convoy, which was of little 
expence or trouble to them. 

When he arrived, his long absence, and the tra- 
vels which had disfigured him, made him altogether 
unknown) and the danger he would have incurred, 
had he discovered himself too soon, forced him to 
a disguise : lastly, this disguise gave him an oppor- 
tunity of surprising those young suitors, who for 
several years together had been accustomed to no- 
thing but to sleep well, and fare daintily. 
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It was from these examples that Aristotle drew 
this rule, that * Whatever concludes the poem 
should so spring from the very constitution of the 
fable, as if it were a necessary, or at least a pro- 
bable, consequence.’ 



SECT. VI. 

THE TIME OF THE ACTION. 

The time of the epic action is not fixed, like that 
of the dramatic poem: it is much longer; for an 
uninterrupted duration is much more necessary in 
an action which one sees and is present at, than in 
one which we only read or hear repeated. Besides, 
tragedy is fuller of passion, and consequently of 
such a violence as cannot admit of so long a duration. 

The-IIiad containing an action of anger and vio- 
lence, the poet allows it but a short time, about 
forty days. The design of the Odyssey required 
another conduct ; the character of the hero is pru- 
dence and long-suffering ; therefore the time of its 
duration is much longer, above eight years. 

THE PASSIONS OF THE EPIC POEM. 

The passions of tragedy are different from those 
of the epic poem. In the former, terror and pity 
have the chief place ; the passion that seems most 
peculiar to epic poetry, is admiration. 

Besides this admiration, which in general distin- 
guishes the epic poem from the dramatic, each epic 
poem has likewise some peculiar passion, which 
distinguishes it in particular from other epic poems, 
and constitutes a kind of singular and individual 
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difference between these poems of the same species. 
These singular passions correspond to the charac- 
ter of the hero. Anger and terror reign through- 
out the Iliad, because Achilles is angry, and - the 
most terrible of all men. The iEneid has all the 
soft and tender passions, because that is the cha- 
racter of jEneas. The prudence, wisdom, and 
constancy, of Ulysses do not allow him either of 
these extremes, therefore the poet does not permit 
one of them to be predominant in the Odyssey. 
He confines himself to admiration only, which he 
carries to an higher pitch than in the Iliad : and it 
is upon this account that he introduces a great 
many more machines in the Odyssey, into the body 
of the action, titan are to be seen in the actions of 
the other two poems. 

THE MANNERS. 

The manners of the epic poem ought to be poetic 
cally good, but it is not necessary they be always 
morally so. They are poetically good, when one 
may discover the virtue or vice, the good or ill in- 
clinations, of every one who speaks or acts : they 
are poetically bad, when persons are made to speak 
or act out of character, or inconsistently, or une- 
qually. The manners of ./Eneas and of Mezentius 
are equally good, considered poetically, because 
they equally demonstrate the piety of the one, and 
the impiety of the other. 

CHARACTER OF THE HERO. 

It is requisite to make the same distiction be- 
tween a hero in morality, and a hero in poetry, as 
between moral and poetical goodness. Achilles 
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had as much right to the latter as iEneas. Aristotle 
says, that the hero of a poem should be neither 
good nor bad : neither advanced above the rest of 
mankind by his virtues, nor sunk beneath by his 
vices ; that he may be the proper and fuller ex- 
ample to others, both what to imitate and what to 
decline. 

The other qualifications of the manners are, that 
they be suitable to the causes which either raise or 
discover them in the persons ; that they have an 
exact resemblance to what history, or fable, have 
delivered of those persons to whom they are as- 
cribed ; and that there be an equality iu them, so 
that no man is made to act, or speak, out of his 
character. 



UNITY OF THE CHARACTER. 

But this equality is not sufficient for the unity 
of the. character ; it is further necessary, that the 
same spirit appear in all sorts of encounters. Thu$ 
./Eneas acting with great piety and mildness in the 
first part of the iEneid, which requires no other 
character ; and afterwards appearing illustrious in 
heroic valour, in the wars of the second part ; but 
there, without any appearance either of a hard or 
a soft disposition ; would, doubtless, be far from 
offending against the equality of the manners : but 
yet there would be no simplicity or unity in the 
character. So that, besides the qualities that claim 
their particular place upon different occasions, 
there must be one appearing throughout, which 
commands over all the rest; and without this, we 
may affirm, it is no character. 

One may indeed make a hero as valiant as 
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Achilles, as pious as ASneas, and as prudent as 
Ulysses. But it is a mere chimaera to imagine a 
hero that has the valour of Achilles, the piety of 
ADneas, and the prudence of Ulysses, at one and 
tiie same time. This vision might happen to an 
author, who would suit the character of a hero to 
whatever each part of the action might naturally 
require, without regarding the essence of the fable, 
or the unity of the character in the same person 
upon all sorts of occasions : tliis hero would be the 
mildest, best-natured, prince in the world, and also 
the mo6t choleric, hard-hearted, and implacable 
creature imaginable ; he would be extremely tender 
like jEneas, extremely violent like Achilles, and 
yet have the indifference of Ulysses, that is inca- 
pable of the two extremes. Would it not be in 
vain for the poet to call this person by the same . 
name throughout ? 

- Let us reflect on the effects it would produce in 
several poems, whose authors were of opinion, that 
the chief character of a hero is that of an accom- 
plished man. They would be all alike ; all valiant 
in battle, prudent in council, pious in the acts of 
religion, courteous, civil, magnificent, and, lastly, 
endued with all the prodigious virtues any poet 
could invent. All this would be independent of 
the action and the subject of the poem ; and, upon 
seeing each hero separated from the rest of the 
work, we should not easily guess, to what action, 
and to what poem, the hero belonged. So that we 
should see, that none of those would have a charac- 
ter, since the character is that which makes a per- 
son discernible, and which distinguishes him from 
all others. 
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This commanding quality in Achilles is his anger, 
in Ulysses the art of dissimulation, in /Eneas meek* 
ness. Each of these may be styled, by way ot 
eminence, the character in these heroes. 

But these characters cannot be alone. It is ab- 
solutely necessary that some other should give them 
a lustre, and embellish them as far as they are 
capable ; either by hiding the defects that are in 
each, by some noble and shining qualities, as the 
poet has done the anger of Achilles by shading it 
with extraordinary valour ; or by making them of 
the nature of a true and solid virtue, as is to be 
observed in the two others. The dissimulation of 
Ulysses is a part of his prudence ; and the meek- 
ness of /Eneas is wholly employed in submitting 
his will to the gods. For the making up this union, 

. our poets have joined together such qualities as are 
by nature the most compatible ; valour with anger, 
meekness with piety, and prudence with dissimula- 
tion. This last union was necessary for the good- 
ness of Ulysses ; for without that, his dissimulation 
might have degenerated into wickedness and dou- 
ble-dealing. . 



SECT VII. 

OF THE MACHINERY. 

We come now to the machines of the epic poem. 
The chief passion which it aims to excite being ad- 
miration. nothing is so conducive to that as the mar- 
vellous ; and the importance and dignity of the 
action is by nothing so greatly elevated as by the 
care and interposition of heaven. 
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The machines are of three sorts. Some are 
theological, and were invented to explain the na- 
ture of the gods. Others are physical, and repre- 
sent the things of nature. The last are moral, and 
are the images of virtues and vices. 

Homer and the ancients have given to their 
deities the manners, passions, and vices of men. 
Their poems are wholly allegorical ; and in this 
view it is easier to defend Homer, than to blame 
him. We cannot accuse him for making mention 
of many gods, for his bestowing passions upon them, 
or even introducing them fighting against men. 
The Scripture uses the like figures and expressions. 

If it be allowable to speak thus of the gods in 
theology, much more in the fictions of natural phi- 
losophy, where if a poet describes the deities, he 
must give them such manners, speeches, and actions, 
as are conformable to the nature of the tilings they 
represent under those divinities. The case is the 
same in the morals of the deities : Minerva is wise 
because she represents prudence ; Venus is both 
good or bad, because the passion of love is capable 
of these contrary qualities. 

Since among the gods of a poem some are good, 
some bad, and some indifferently either; and since 
of our passions we make so many allegorical deities; 
we may attribute to the gods all that is done in the 
poem, whether good or evil. But these deities do 
not act constantly in one and the same manner. 

Sometimes they act invisibly, and by mere in- 
spiration ; which has nothing in it extraordinary or 
miraculous : being no more than what we say every 
day, ‘ That some god has assisted us, or some 
daemon has instigated us.’ 
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At other times they appear visibly, and manifest 
themselves to men, in a manner altogether miracu- 
lous and preternatural. 

The third way has something of both the others; 
it is in truth a miracle, but is not commonly so ac- 
counted : this includes dreams, oracles, &c. 

All these ways must be probable ; for, however 
necessary the marvellous is to the epic action, as 
nothing is so conducive to admiration ; yet we can, 
on the other hand, admire nothing that we think 
impossible. Though the probability of these ma- 
chines be of a very large extent (since it is founded 
upon divine power), it is not without limitations. 
There are numerous instances of allowable and 
probable machines in the epic poem, where the 
gods are no less actors than the men. But the 
less credible sort, such as metamorphoses, &c. are 
far more rare. * 

This suggests a reflection on the method of ren- 
dering those machines probable, which in their own 
nature are hardly so. Those which require only 
divine probability, should be so disengaged from 
the action, that one might subtract them from it, 
without destroying the action. But those which 
are essential and necessary, should be grounded 
upon human probability, and not on the sole power 
of God. Thus the episodes of Circe, the Syrens, 
Polyphemus, &c. are necessary to the action of 
the Odyssey, and yet not humanly probable : yet 
Homer has artificially reduced them to human pro- 
bability, by the simplicity and ignorance of the 
Phaeacians, before whom he causes those recitals 
to be made. 
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The next question is, Where, and on what occa- 
sions, machines may be used ? It is certain Homer 
and Virgil make use of them every where, and 
scarce suffer any action to be performed without 
them. Petronius makes this a precept : ‘ Per am- 
bages, deorumqne ministeria, &c.’ The gods are 
mentioned in the very proposition of their works, 
the invocation is addressed to them, and the whole 
narration is full of them. The gods are the causes 
of the action, they form tire intrigue, and bring 
about the solution. The precept of Aristotle and 
Horace, that the unravelling of the plot should not 
proceed from a miracle, or the appearance of a god, 
lias place only in dramatic poetry, not in the epic. 
For it is plain, that both in the solution of the Iliad 
and Odyssey, the gods are concerned: in the former, 
the deities meet to appease the anger of Achilles : 
Ids and Mercury are sent to that purpose, and 
Minerva eminently assists Achilles in the decisive 
combat with Hector. In the Odyssey, the same 
goddess fights close by Ulysses against the suitors, 
and concludes that peace betwixt him and the 
Ithacensians which completes the poem. 

We may therefore determine, that a machine is 
not an invention to extricate the poet out of any 
difficulty which embarrasses him : but that the pre- 
sence of a divinity, and some action surprising and 
extraordinary, are inserted into almost all the parts 
of his work, in order to render it more majestic 
and more admirable. Bnt this mixture ought to 
be so made, that the machines might be retrenched, 
without taking any tiling from the action : at the 
same time that it gives the readers a lesson of piety 
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and virtue ; and teaches them, that the most brave 
and the most wise can do nothing, and attain no- 
thing great and glorious, without the assistance of 
heaven. Thus the machinery crowns the whole 
work, and renders it at once marvellous, probable , 
and moral. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

MINERVA’S DESCiSNT TO ITHACA. 

THE poem opens within forty-eight days of the arrival of 
Ulysses in his dominions. He had now remained seven 
years in the island of Calypso, when the gods assembled in 
council proposed the method of his departure from thence, 
and his return to his native country. For this purpose it is 
concluded to send Mercury to Calypso, and Pallas imme- 
diately descends to Ithaca. She holds a conference with 
Telemachus, in the shape of Mentes king of the Taphians; in 
which site advises him to take a journey, in quest of his fa- 
ther Ulysses, to Pylos and Sparta, where Nestor and Menelaus 
yet reigned ; then, after having visibly displayed her divinity, 
disappears.' The suitors of Penelope make great entertain- 
ments, and riot in her palace till night. Phemius sings to 
them the return of the Grecians, till Penelope puts a stop to 
the song. Some words arise between the suitors andTelema- 
chtis, who summons the council to meet the day following. 
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The man for wisdom’s various arts reuown’d, 
Long exercis’d in woes, O muse ! resound ; 

Who, when his arms had wrought the destin’d fall 
'Of sacred Troy, and raz’d her heaven-built wall, 
Wandering from dime to dime, observant stray’d, 
Their manners noted, and their states survey’d. 

On stormy seas unnumber'd toils he bore, 

Safe with his friends to gain his natal shore : 

Vain toils ! their impious folly dar’d to prey 
On herds devoted to the god of day ; 

The god vindictive doom'd them never more 
(Ah, men unbless’d !) to touch that natal shore. 

O snatch some portion of these acts from fate, 
Celestial muse ! and to our World relate. 

Now at their native realms the Greeks arriv’d.; 
All who the war of ten long years surviv’d, 

And scap’d the perils of the gulfy main. 

Ulysses, sole of all the victor train, 

An exile from his dear paternal coast, 

Deplor’d his absent queen, and empire lost. 
Cdlypso in her caves constrain’d his stay. 

With sweet, reluctant, amorous delay ; 
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In vain — for now the circling years disclose 
The day predestin’d to reward his woes. 

At length his Ithaca is given by fate, 

Where yet new laboi ,s his arrival wait; 

At length their rage the hostile powers restrain, 
All but the ruthless monarch of the main. 

But now the god, remote, a heavenly guest, 

In Ethiopia grac’d the genial feast ; 

(A race divided, whom with sloping rays 
The rising and descending sun surveys'; ; 

There on the world’s extremest verge, rever’d 
With hecatombs and prayer in pomp preferr’d, 
Distant he lay ; while in the bright abodes 
Of high Olympus Jove conven’d the gods : 

The’ assembly thus the sire supreme address’d, 
Egysthus’ fate revolving in his breast, 

Whom young Orestes to the dreary coast 
Of Pluto sent, a blood-polluted ghost : 

‘ Perverse mankind ! whose wills, created free. 
Charge all their woes on absolute decree ; 

All to the dooming gods their guilt translate, 

Aud follies are miscall’d the crimes of fate. 

When to his lust Egysthus gave the rein, 

Did fate, or we, the’ adulterous act constrain ? 
Did fate, or we, when great Atrides died, 

Urge the bold traitor to the regicide? 

Hermes I sent, while yet his soul remain’d 
Sincere from royal blood, and faith profan’d ; 

To warn the wretch, that young Orestes, grown 
To manly years, should re-assert the throne. 

Yet impotent of mind, and uncontroll d, 

He plung’d into the gulf which heaven foretold.’ 
Here paus’d the god ; and pensive thus replies 
Minerva, graceful with her azure eyes ; 
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( O thou ! from whom the whole creation springs, 
The source of power on earth deriv’d to kings ! 
His death was equal to the ^ireful deed ; 

So may the man of blood be doom’d to bleed ! 

But grief and rage alternate wound ipy breast 
For brave Ulysses, still by fate oppress’d. 

Amidst an isle, around whose rocky shore 
The forests murmur, and the surges roar, 

The blameless hero from his wish'd-for home 
A goddess guards in her enchanted dome. 

(Atlas her sire, to whose far-piercing eye 
The wonders of the deep expanded lie ; 

The’ eternal columns which on earth he rears 
End in the starry vault, and prop the spheres.) 

By his fair daughter is the chief confin’d, 

Who soothes to dear delight his anxious mind : 
Successless all her soft caresses prove, 

To banish from his breast his country’s love ; 

To see the smoke from his lov’d palace rise, 

While the dear isle in distant prospect lies, 

With that contentment could he close his eyes ! 
And will Omnipotence neglect to save 
The suffering virtue of the wise and brave ? 

Must he, whose altars on the Phrygian shore 
With frequent rites, and pure, avow’d thy pow’r, 
Be doom’d the worst of human ills to prove, 
Unbless’d, abandon’d to the wrath of Jove ?’ 

‘ Daughter ! what words have pass’d thy lips un- 
weigh’d ? 

(Replied the thunderer to the martial maid) 

Deem not unjustly by my doom oppress’d 
Of human race the wisest and the best. 

Neptune, by prayer repentant rarely won, 

Afflicts the chief, to’ avenge his giant son, 
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Whose visual orb Ulysses robb’d of light ; 

Great Polypheme, of more than mortal might ! 
Him young Tlioosa bore (the bright increase 
Of Phorcys, dreaded in the sounds and seas). 
Whom Neptune ey’d With bloom of beauty bless’d, 
And in liis cave the yielding nymph compress’d. 
For this, the god constrains the Greek to roam, 

A hopeless exile from his native home, 

From death alone exempt — but cease to mourn ; 
Let all combine to’ achieve his wish’d return : 
Neptune, aton'd, his wrath shall now refrain, 

Or thwart tine synod of the gods in vain.* 

‘ Father and king ador'd ! Minerva cried. 

Since all who in the’ Olympian bower reside 
Now make the wandering Greek their public care, 
Let Hermes to the’ Atlantic isle 1 repair ; 

Bid him, arriv’d in bright Calypso’s court, 

The sanction of the' assembled powers report : 
That wise Ulysses to his native land 
Must speed, obedient to their high command. 
Meantime Telemachus, the blooming heir 
Of sea-girt Ithaca, demands my care : 

’Tis mine, to form his green unpraetis’d years. 

In sage debates ; surroHnded with his peers, 

To save the state ; and timely to restrain 
The bold intrusion of the suitor-train ; 

Who crowd his palace, and with lawless pow’r 
His herds and flocks in feastful rites devour. 

To distant Sparta, and the spacious waste 
Of sandy Pyle, the royal youth shall haste. 

There, warm with filial love, the cause inquire 
That from his realm retards his godlike sire ; 

1 Ogygia. 
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Delivering early to the voice of fame 
The promise of a great, immortal, name.’ 

She said : the sandals of celestial mould, 
Fledg’d with ambrosial plumes, and rich with gold, 
Surround her feet : with these sublime she sails 
The’ aerial space, and mounts the winged gales : 
O'er earth and ocean wide prepar’d to soar, 

Her dreaded arm a beamy javelin bore, 

Ponderous and vast; which, when her fury bums, 
Proud tyrants humbles, and whole hosts o’er turns. 
From high Olympus prone her flight she bends, 
And in the realm of Ithaca descends. 

Her lineaments divine, the grave disguise 
Of Mentes’ form conceal’d from human eyes : 
(Mentes, the monarch of the Taphian land) 

A glittering spear wav’d awful in her hand. 

There in the portal plac’d, the heaven-born maid 
Enormous riot and misrule survey’d. 

^ On hides of beeves, before the palace-gate, 

(Sad spoils of luxury) the suitors sat. 

With rival art, and ardour in their mien, 

At chess they vie, to captivate the queen ; 
Divining of their loves. Attending nigh, 

A menial train the flowing bowl supply : 

Others, apart, the spacious hall prepare, 

And form the costly feast with busy care. 

There young Telemachus, his bloomy face 
Glowing celestial sweet, with godlike grace 
Amid the circle shines : but hope and fear 
(Painful vicissitude !) his bosom tear. 

Now imag’d in his mind, he sees restor’d, 

In peace and joy, the people’s rightful lord ; 

The proud oppressors fly the vengeful sword. 
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While his fond soul these fancied triumphs swell’d, 
The stranger-guest, the royal youth beheld : 
Griev’d that a visitant so long should wait 
Unmark’d, unhonour’d, at a monarch’s gate ; 
Instant he flew with hospitable haste, 

And the new friend with courteous air embrac’d. 
1 Stranger 1 whoe’er thou art, securely rest, 
Affianc'd in my faith, a friendly guest : 

Approach the dome, the social banquet share, 
And then the purpose of thy soul declare.’ 

Thus affable and mild, the prince precedes, 
And to the dome the’ unknown celestial leads. 
The spear receiving from her hand, he plac’d 
Against a column, fair with sculpture grac’d ; 
Where seemly rang’d in peaceful order stood 
Ulysses’ arms, now long disus’d to blood. 

He led the goddess to the sovereign seat, 

Her feet supported with a stool of state ; 

(A purple carpet spread the pavement wide) 
Then drew his seat, familiar, to her side ; 

Far from the suitor-train, a brutal crowd, 

With insolence, and wine, elate and loud ; 

Where the free guest, unnoted, might relate, 

If haply conscious, of his father’s fate. 

The golden ewer a maid obsequious brings, 
Replenish’d from the cool translucent springs ; 
With copious water the bright vase supplies 
A silver laver, of capacious size : 

They wash. The tables in fair order spread, 
They heap the glittering canisters with bread : 
Viands of various kinds allure the taste, 

Of choicest sort and savour, rich repast ! 
Delicious wines the’ attending herald brought j 
The gold gave lustre to the purple draught. 
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Lur’d with the vapour of the fragrant feast, 

In rush’d the suitors with voracious haste : 
Marshail’d in order due, to each a sewer 
Presents, to bathe his hands, a radiant ewer. 
Luxurious then they feast. Observant round 
Cray striplingyouthsthe brimming goblets crown’d. 
The rage of hunger quell’d, they all advance, 

And form to measur’d airs the mazy dance. 

To Phemius was consign’d the chorded lyre, 
Whose hand reluctant touch’d the warbling wire : 
Phemius, whose voice divine could sweetest sing 
High strains, responsive to the vocal string. 

Meanwhile, in whispers to his heavenly guest 
His indignation thus the prince express’d : 

‘ Indulge my rising grief, whilst these, my friend, 
With song and dance the pompous revel end. 
Light is the dance, and doubly sweet the lays, 
When, for the dear delight, another pays. 

His treasur’d stores these cormorants consume, 
Whose bones, defrauded of a regal tomb 
And common turf, lie naked on the plain, 

Or doom’d to welter in the whelming main. 

Should he return, that troop so blithe and bold, 
With purple robes inwrought, and stiff with gold, 
Precipitant in fear, would whig their flight, 

And curse their cumbrous pride’s unwieldy weight. 
But, ah, I dream ! — the’ appointed hour is fled, 
And hope, too long with vain delusion fed, 

Deaf to the rumour of fallacious fame, 

Gives to the roll of death his glorious name ! 

With venial freedom let me now demaud 
Thy name, thy lineage, and paternal land : 

Sincere, from whence began thy course, recite, 
And to what ship I owe the friendly freight ? 



46 



Book 1. 



THE ODYSSEY. 

Now first to me this visit dost thou deign, 

Or number'd in my father’s social train P 
All who deserv’d his choice he made his own, 

And curious much to know, he far was known.’ 

‘ My birth I boast (the blue-ey’d virgin cries) 
From great Anchialus, renown’d and wise : 

Mentes my name ; I rule the Taphian race, 

Whose boimds the deep circumfluent waves ent- 
A duteous people, and industrious isle, [brace : 
To naval arts inur’d, and stormy toil. 

Freighted with iron from my native land, 

I steer my voyage to the Brutian strand ; 

To gain by commerce, for the labour’d mass, 

A just proportion of refulgent brass. 

Far from your capital, my ship resides 
At Reithrus, and secure at anchor rides ; 

Where waving groves on airy Neion grow, 
Supremely tall, and shade the deeps below. 

Thence to revisit your imperial dome, 

An old hereditary guest I come : 

Your father’s friend. Laertes can relate 
Our faith unspotted, and its early date ; 

Who press’d with heart-corroding grief and years, 
To the gay court a rural shed prefers. 

Where, sole of all his train, a matron sage 
Supports with homely food his drooping age ; 

With feeble steps from marshalling his vines 
Returning sad, when toilsome day declines. 

With friendly speed, induc’d by erring fame, 

To hail Ulysses’ safe return I came : 

But still the frown of some celestial pow’r 
With envious joy retards the blissful hour. 

Let not your soul be sunk in sad despair ; 

He lives, he breathes this heavenly vital air, 
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Among a savage race, whose slielfy bounds 
With ceaseless roar the foaming deep surrounds. 
The thoughts which roll within my ravish’d breast, 
To me, no seer, the’ inspiring gods suggest ; 

Nor skill’d, nor studious, with prophetic eye 
To judge the winged omens of the sky. 

Yet hear this certain speech, nor deem it vain ; 
Though adamantine bonds the chief restrain, 

The dire restraint his wisdom will defeat, 

And soon restore him to his regal seat. 

But, generous youth ! sincere and tree declare. 
Are you, of manly growth, his royal heir ? 

For sure Ulysses in your look appears, 

The same his features, if the same his years. 

Such was that face, on winch I dwelt with joy 
Ere Greece assembled stemm’d the tides to Troy ; 
But parting then for that detested shore, 

Our eyes, unhappy ! never greeted more.’ 

* To prove a genuine birth (the prince replies) 
On female truth assenting faith relies ; 

Thus manifest of right, I build my claim 
Sure-founded on a fair maternal fame, 

Ulysses’ son : but happier he whom fate 
Ha tli plac’d beneath the storms which toss the great 
Happier the son whose hoary sire is bless’d 
With humble affluence, and domestic rest ! 
Happier than I, to future empire born, 

But doom’d a father’s wretched fate to mourn !’ 
To whom, with aspect mild, the guest divine : 

< O true descendant of a sceptred line ! 

The gods, a glorious fate, from anguish free, 

To chaste Penelope’s increase decree. 

But say, yon jovial troop so gaily dress’d, 

Is this a bridal or a fiiendly feast ? 
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Or from their deed I rightlier may divine, 
Unseemly flown with insolence and wine ; 
Unwelcome revellers, whose lawless joy 
Pains the sage ear, and hurts the sober eye ?’ 

‘ Magnificence of old (the prince replied) 
Beneath our roof with virtue could reside ; 
Unblam’d abundance crown’d the royal board, 

What time this dome rever’d her prudent lord ; 
Who now, so heaven decrees, is doom’d to mourn, 
Bitter constraint ! erroneous and forlorn. 

Better the chief, on Uion’s hostile plain, 

Had fall’n surrounded with his warlike train ; 

Or safe return’d, the race of glory pass’d, 

New to his friends’ embrace, had breath’d his last ! 
Then grateful Greece with streaming eyes would 
Historic marbles, to record his praise ; [raise 
His praise, eternal on the faithful stone, 

Had with transmissive honour grac’d his son. 

Now snatch’d by harpies to the dreary coast, 

Sunk is the hero, and his glory lost : » 

Vanish’d at once ! unheard of, and unknown ! 

And I his heir in misery alone. 

Nor for a dear lost father only flow 
The filial tears, but woe succeeds to woe : 

To tempt the spouseless queen with amorous wiles, 
Resort the nobles from the neighbouring isles ; 
From Samos, circled with the’ Ionian main, 
Dulichium, and Zacynthus’ sylvan reign : 

E’en with presumptuous hope her bed to’ ascend, 
The lords of Ithaca their right pretend. 

She seems attentive to their pleaded vows, 

Her heart detesting what her ear allows. 

They, vain expectants of the bridal houv, 

My stores in riotous expenee devour. 
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In feast and dance the mirthful months employ, 
And meditate my doom, to crown their joy.’ 

With tender pity touch’d, the goddess cried : 

‘ Soon may kind heaven a sure relief provide, 
Soon may your sire discharge the vengeance due, 
And all your wrongs the proud oppressors rue ! 

Oh ! in that portal should the chief appear, 

Each hand tremendous with a brazen spear, 

In radiant panoply his limbs incas'd 
(For so of old my father’s court he grac’d, 

When social mirth unbent his serious soul, 

O’er the full banquet, aud the sprightly bowl) : 

He then from Ephyr6, the fair domain \ 

Of Ilus, sprung from Jason's royal strain, t 

Measur’d a length of seas, a toilsome length, in C 
vain. ) 

For voyaging to learn the direful art 
To taint with deadly drugs the barbed dart ; 
Observant of the gods, and sternly just, 

Ilus refus’d to’ impart the baneful trust : 

With friendlier zeal ray father’s soul was fir’d, 

The drugs he knew, and gave the boon desir’d. 
Appear’d he now with such heroic port, 

As then conspicuous at the Taphian court ; 

Soon should yon boasters cease their haughty strife, 
Or each atone his guilty love with life. 

But of his wish’d return the care resign ; 

Be future vengeance to the powers divine. 

My sentence hear : with stem distaste avow’d, 

To their own districts drive the suitor-crowd : 
When next the morning warms the purple east, 
Convoke the peerage, and the gods attest ; 

The sorrows of your inmost soul relate ; 

And form sure plans to save the sinking state. 
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Should second love a pleasing flame inspire, 

And the chaste queen connubial rites require; 
Dismiss’d with honour, let her hence repair 
To great Icarius, whose paternal care 
Will guide her passion, and reward her choice 
With wealthy dower, and bridal gifts of price. 
Then let this dictate of my love prevail : 

Instant, to foreign realms prepare to sail, 

To learn your father’s fortunes : fame may prove. 
Or omen'd voice (the messenger of Jove), 
Propitious to the search. Direct your toil 
Through the wide ocean first to sandy Pyle ; 

Of Nestor, hoary sage, his doom demand : 

Then speed your voyage to the Spartan strand ; 
For young Atrides to the’ Achaian coast 
Arriv’d the last of all the victor host. 

If yet Ulysses views the light, forbear, 

Till the fleet honrs restore the circling year : 

But if his soul hath wing’d the destin’d flight, , 
Inhabitant of (\eep disastrous night ; 

Homeward with pious speed repass the main, 

To the pale shade funereal rites ordain. 

Plant the fair column o’er the vacant grave, 

A hero’s honours let the hero have. 

With decent grief the royal dead deplor’d, 

For the chaste queen select an equal lord. 

Then let revenge your daring mind employ, 'I 
By fraud or force the suitor-train destroy, > 
And, starting into manhood, scorn the boy. ) 
Hast thou not heard how young Orestes, fir’d 
With great revenge, immortal praise acquir’d ? 

His virgin sword, Egysthus’ veins imbrued ; 

The murderer fell, and blood aton’d for blood. 
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0 greatly bless’d with every blooming grace ! 
With equal steps the paths of glory trace ; 

Join to that royal youth’s your rival name, 

And shine eternal in the sphere of fame. — 

But my associates now my stay deplore, 
Impatient on the hoarse-resounding shore. 

Thou, heedful of advice, secure proceed ; 

My praise the precept is, be thine the deed.’ 

1 The counsel of my friend (the youth rejoin'd) 
Imprints conviction on my grateful mind. 

So fathers speak (persuasive speech and mild) 
Their sage experience to the favourite child. 

But, since to part, for sweet refection due 
The genial viands let my train renew ; 

And the rich pledge of plighted faith receive, 
Worthy the heir of Ithaca to give.’ 

‘ Defer the promis’d boon (the goddess cries, 
'Celestial azure brightening in her eyes), 

And let me now regain the Rcithrian port : 

From TemesC return’d, your royal court 

1 shall revisit •, and that pledge receive ; 

And gifts, memorial of our friendship, leave.’ 

Abrupt, with eagle-speed she cut the sky ; 
Instant invisible to mortal eye. 

Then first he recogniz’d the’ ethereal guest : 
Wonder and joy alternate fire his breast ; 

Heroic thoughts, infus’d, his heart dilate : 
Revolving much his father’s doubtful fate, 

At length, compos’d, he join’d the suitor-throng ; 
Hush’d in attention to the warbled song. 

His tender theme the charming lyrist chose, 
Minerva’s anger, and the direful woes 
Which voyaging from Troy the victors bore, 
While storms vindictive intercept the shore. 
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Tlie shrilling airs the vaulted roof rebounds, 

Reflecting to the queen the silver sounds. 

With grief renew’d the weeping fair descends ; 

Their sovereign's step a virgin train attends : 

A veil of richest texture wrought, she wears, 

And silent to the joyous hall repairs. 

There from the portal, with her mild command, 

Thus gently checks the minstrel’s tuneful hand : 

‘ Phemius ! let acts of gods and heroes old, 

What ancient bards in hall and bower have told, 
Attemper’d to the lyre, your voice employ ; 

Such the pleas’d ear will drink with silent joy. 

But oh ! forbear that dear disastrous name, 

To sorrow sacred, and secure of tame : 

My bleeding bosom sickens at the sound. 

And every piercing note inflicts a wound.’ 

* Why, dearest object of my duteous love, 

(Replied the prince) will you the bard reprove ? 

Oft, Jove’s ethereal rays, resistless fire, 

The chanter’s soul and raptur’d song inspire ; 

Instinct divine ! nor blame, severe, his choice, 

Warbling the Grecian woes with harp and voice : 

For novel lays attract our ravish’d ears ; 

But old, the mind with inattention hears : 

Patient permit the sadly-pleasing strain ; 

Familiar now with grief, your tears refrain, 

And in the public woe forget your own ; 

You weep not for a perish’d lord, alone. 

What Greeks, now wandering in the Stygian gloom. 

With your Ulysses shar'd an equal doom ! 

Your widow'd hours, apart, with female toil 
And various labours of the loom, beguile ; 

There rule, from palace-cares remote and free ; 

That care to man belongs, and most to me.’ 
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Mature beyond his years, the queen admires 
His sage reply, and with her train retires. 

Then swelling sorrows burst their former bounds, 
With echoing grief afresh the dome resounds ; 

Till Pallas, piteous of her plaintive cries, 

In slumber clos’d her silver-streaming eyes. 

Meantime, rekindled at the royal charms, 
Tumultuous love each beating bosom warms ; 
Intemperate rage a wordy war began ; 

But bold Telemachus assum’d the man. 

‘ Instant (he cried) your female discord end, 

Ye deedless boasters ! and the song attend ; 

Obey that sweet compulsion, nor profane 
With dissonance the smooth melodious strain. 
Pacific uow prolong the jovial feast ; 

But when the dawn reveals the rosy east, 

I to the peers assembled shall propose 
The firm resolve, I here to few disclose. 

No longer live the cankers of my court ; 

All to your several states with speed resort ; 
Waste in wild riot what your land allows, 

There ply tire early feast, and late carouse. 

But if, to honour lost, 'tis still decreed 

For you my bowl shall flow, my flock shall bleed* 

Judge and revenge my right, impartial Jove ! — 

By him and all the’ immortal thrones above, 

(A sacred oath) each proud oppressor, slain, 

Shall with inglorious gore tliis marble stain !’ 

Aw’d by the prince, thus haughty, bold, and young, 
Rage gnaw’d the lip, and wonder chain’d the tongue. 
Silence at length the gay Antinous broke, 
Constrain’d a smile, and thus ambiguous spoke : 

* What god to your untutor’d youth afi'ords 
This headlong torrent of amazing words ? 
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May Jove delay thy reign, and cumber late 
So bright a genius with the toils of state !’ 

‘ Those toils (Telemachus, serene, replies) 

Have charms, with all their w eight, to’ allure the wise. 
Fast by the throne obsequious fame resides, 

And wealth incessant rolls her golden tides. 

Nor let Antinous rage, if strong desire 
Of wealth and fame a youthful bosom fire : 

Elect by Jove his delegate of sway, 

'With joyous pride the summons I’d obey. 

Whene’er Ulysses roams the realm of night, 

Should factious power dispute my lineal right. 
Some other Greeks a fairer claim may plead i 
To your pretence their title would precede. 

At least, the sceptre lost, I still should reign 
Sole o’er my vassals, and domestic train.’ 

To this Eurymachus : ‘ To heaven alone 
Refer the choice to fill the vacant throne. 

Your patrimonial stores in peace possess ; 
Undoubted all your filial claim confess : 

Your private right should impious power invade,. 
The peers of Ithaca would arm in aid. 

But say, that stranger-guest who late withdrew, 
What and from whence ? his name and lineage shew. 
His grave demeanour, and majestic grace, 

Speak him descended of no vulgar race : 

Did he some loan of ancient right require. 

Or came forerunner of your sceptred sire ? 

* O son of Polybus ! (the prince replies,) 

No more my sire will glad these longing eyes : 

The queen’s fond hope inventive rumour cheers. 

Or vain diviners’ dreams divert her fears. 

That stranger-guest the Taphian realm obeys, 

A realm defended with encircling seas. 
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Mentes, an ever-honour'd name, of old 
High in Ulysses’ social list enroll’d.’ 

Thus he, though conscious of the’ ethereal guest, 
Answer’d evasive of the sly request. 

Meantime the lyre rejoins the sprightly lay ; 
Love-dittied airs, and dance, conclude the day. 
But when the star of eve, with golden light 
Adorn’d the matron-brow of sable night ; 

The mirthful train dispersing quit the court, 

And to their several domes to rest resort. 

A towering structure to the palace join’d ; 

To this his steps the thoughtful prince inclin’d ; 

In his pavilion there, to sleep repairs ; 

The lighted torch, the sage Euryclea bears : 
(Daughter of Ops, the just Pisenor’s son, 

For twenty beeves by great Laertes won ; 

In rosy prime with charms attractive grac’d. 
Honour’d by him, a gentle lord and ciiaste, 

With dear esteem : too wise, with jealous strife 
To taint the joys of sweet connubial life. 

Sole with Telemachus her service ends, 

A child she nurs’d him, and a man attends.) 

Whilst to his couch himself the prince address’d, 
The duteous dame receiv’d the purple vest : 

The purple vest with decent care dispos’d, 

The silver ring she pull’d, the door reclos’d ; 

The bolt, obedient to the silken cord, 

To the strong staple’s inmost depth restor’d, 
Secur’d the valves. There, wrapt in silent shade, 
Pensive, the rules the goddess gave, he weigh’d ; 
Stretch’d on the downy fleece, no rest he knows. 
And in his raptur’d soul the vision glows. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

THE COUNCIL OF ITHACA. 

TELEMACHUS, in the assembly of the lords of Ithaca, com- 
plains of the injustice done him by the suitors, and insists 
upon their departure from his palace; appealingto the princes, 
• and exciting the people to declare against them. The suitors 
endeavour to justify their stay, at least till he shall send tbe 
queen to the court of Icariw her father; which he refoses. 
There appears a prodigy of two eagles in the sky, which an 
augur expounds to the ruin of the suitors. Telemachus then 
demands a vessel to carry him to Pylos and Sparta, there to 
inquire of his father’s fortunes. Pallas in the shape of Mentor 
(an ancient friend of Ulysses) helps him to a ship, assists him 
in preparing necessaries for the voyage, and embarks with 
him that night; which concludes the second day from the 
opening of the poem. 

The scene continues in the palace of Ulysses in Ithaca. 
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Now reddening from the dawn the morning ray 
Glow’d in the front of heaven, and gave the day. 
The youthful hero, with returning light, 

Rose anxious from the’ inquietudes of night. 

A royal robe he wore with graceful pride, 

A two-edg’d falchion threaten’d by his side, 
Embroider’d sandals glitter’d as he trod, 

And forth he mov’d majestic as a god. 

Then by liis heralds, restless of delay, 

To council calls the peers : the peers obey. 

Soon as in solemn form the’ assembly sat, 

From his high dome himself descends in state. 
Bright in his hand a ponderous javelin shin’d ; 
Two dogs, a faithful guard, attend behind ; 

Pallas with grace divine his form improves, 

And gazing crowds admire him as he moves. 

His father’s throne he fill’d: while distant stood 
The hoary peers, and aged wisdom bow’d. 

Twas silence all. At last ^Egyptius spoke : 
ASgyptius, by his age and sorrows broke : 

A length of days his soul with prudence crown’d, 
A length of days had bent him to the ground. 
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His eldest hope 1 in arms to Ilion came, 

By great Ulysses taught the path to fame ; 

But (hapless youth !) the hideous Cyclops tore 
His quivering limbs, and quaff’d his spouting gore. 
Three sons remain’d : to climb with haughty fires 
The royal bed, Eurynomus aspires ; 

The rest with duteous love his griefs assuage, 

And ease the sire of half the cares of age. 

Yet still his Antiphus he loves, he mourns, 

And as he stood, be spoke and wept by turns : 

‘ Since great Ulysses sought the Phrygian plains, 
Within these walls inglorious silence reigns. 

Say then, ye peers ! by whose commands we meet? 
' Why here once more in solemn council sit r 
Ye young, ye old, the weighty cause disclose : 
Arrives some message of invading foes r 
Or say, does high necessity of state 
Inspire some patriot, and demand debate : 

The present synod speaks its author wise ; 

Assist him, Jove, thou regent of the skies !’ 

He spoke. Telemachus with transport glows. 
Embrac’d the omen, and majestic rose ; 

(His royal hand the’ imperial sceptre sway’d) 

Then thus, addressing to jEgyptius, said : 

‘ Reverend old man ! lo here confess’d he stands 
By whom ye meet ; my grief your care demands. 
No story I unfold of public woes, 

Nor bear advices of impending foes: 

Peace the bless’d land, and joys incessant crown ; 
Of all this happy realm, I grieve alone. 

For my lost sire continual sorrows spring, 

The great, the good : your father, and your king J 
Yet more ; our house from its foundation bows. 
Our foes are powerful, and your sons the foes : 

11 Antiphus. 
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Hither, unwelcome to the queen, they come ; 

Why seek they not the rich Icarian dome ? 

If she must wed, from other hands require 
The dowry : is Telemachus her sire ; 

Yet through my court the noise of revel rings, 

And wastes the wise frugality of kings. 

Scarce all my herds their luxury suffice ; 

Scarce all my wine their midnight hours supplies. 
Safe in my youth, in riot still they grow, 

Nor in the helpless orphan dread a foe. 

But come it will, the time when manhood grants 
More powerful advocates than vain complaints. 
Approach that hour ! unsufferable wrong 
Cries to the gods, and vengeance sleeps too long. 
Rise then, ye peers ! with virtuous anger rise ; 
Your fame revere, but most the’ avenging skies. 

By all the deathless powers that reign above. 

By righteous Themis and by thundering Jove, 
(Themis, who gives to councils, or denies 
Success ; and humbles, or confirms the wise) 

Rise in my aid ! suffice the tears that flow 
For my lost sire, nor add new woe to woe. 

If e’er he bore the sword to strengthen ill, 

Or having power to wrong, betray’d the will, 

On me, on me your kindled wrath assuage, 

And bid the voice of lawless riot rage. 

If ruin to our royal race ye doom, 

Be you the spoilers, and our wealth consume. 
Then might we hope redress from jus ter laws, 

And raise all Ithaca to aid our cause : 

But while your sons commit the’ unpunish’d wrong, 
You make the arm of violence too strong.’ 

While thus he spoke, with rage and grief he frown’d, 
And dash’d the’ imperial sceptre to the ground. . 
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The big round tear hung trembling in his eye ; 

The synod griev’d, and gave a pitying sigh, 

Then silent sat — at length Antinous burns 
With haughty rage, and sternly thus returns : 

* O insolence of youth ! whose tongue affords 
Such railing eloquence, and war of words. 

Studious thy country’s worthies to defame, 

Thy erring voice displays thy Mother’s shame. 

Elusive of the bridal day, she gives 

Fond hopes to all, and all with hopes deceives. 

Did not the sun, through heaven’s wide azure roll’d. 
For three long years the royal fraud behold ! 

While she, laborious in delusion spread 

The spacious loom, and mix’d the various thread ; 

Where as to life the wondrous figures rise, 

Thus spoke the’ inventive queen, with artful sighs : 
*• Tho’ cold in death Ulysses breathes no more, 
(’ease yet a while to urge the bridal hour ; 

Cease, till to great Laertes I bequeath 
A task of grief, his ornaments of death : 

Lest when the fates his royal ashes claim, 

The Grecian matrons taint my spotless fame ; 
When he, whom living mighty realms obey’d, 

Shall want in death a shroud to grace his shade.’ 
Thus she : at once the generous train complies, 
Nor fraud mistrusts in virtue’s fair disguise. 

The work she plied ; but studious of delay, 

By night revers’d the labours of the day. 

While thrice the sun his annual journey made, 

The conscious lamp the midnight fraud survey’d ; 
Unheard, unseen, three years her arts prevail ; 
The fourth, her maid unfolds the’ amazing tale. 

We saw, as unperceiv’d we took our stand, 

The backward labours of her faithless hand. 
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Then urg’d, she perfects her illustrious toils j 
A wondrous monument of female wiles ! 

‘ But you, O peers! and thou, O prince! give ear: 
(I speak aloud, that every Greek may hear) 
Dismiss the queen ; and if her sire approves, 

Let him espouse her to the peer she loves : 

Bid instant to prepare the bridal train, 

Nor let a race of princes wait in vain. 

Though with a grace divine her soul is bless’d, 

And all Minerva breathes within her breast, 

In wondrous arts than woman more renown’d, 

And more than woman with deep wisdom crown’d ; 
Though Tyro nor Mycene match her name, 

Nor great Alcmena (the proud boasts of fame), 
Yet thus by heaven adorn'd, by heaven’s decree 
She shines with fatal excellence, to thee : 

With thee, the bowl we drain, indulge the feast, 
Till righteous heaven reclaim her stubborn breast. 
What though from pole to pole resounds her name ! 
The son’s destruction waits the mother’s fame : 

For till she leaves thy court, it is decreed, 

Thy bowl to empty, and thy flock to bleed.’ 

While yet he speaks, Telemachus replies : 

1 E’en nature starts, and what ye ask denies. 

Thus, shall I thus repay a mother’s cares, 

Who gave me life, and nurs’d my infant years ? 
While sad on foreign shores Ulysses treads, 

Or glides a ghost with unapparent shades ; 

How to Icarius in the bridal hour 

Shall I, by waste undone, refund the dow’r ? 

How from my father should l vengeance dread ; 
How would my mother curse my hated head ? 
And while in wrath to vengeful fiends she cries. 
How from their hell would vengeful fiends arise ? 
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Abhorr’d by all, accnrs'd my name would grow, 
The earth’s disgrace, and human-kind my foe. 

If this displease, why urge ye here your stay ? 
Haste from the court, ye spoilers, haste away : 
Waste in wild riot what your land allows, 

There ply the early feast, and late carouse. 

But if, to honour lost, ’tis still decreed 

For you my bowl shall flow, my flocks shall bleed ; 

Judge and assert my right, impartial Jove ! 

By him, and all the’ immortal host above, 

(A sacred oath) if heaven the power supply, 
Vengeance I vow, and for your wrongs ye die. 

With that, two eagles from a mountain’s height 
By Jove’s command direct their rapid flight ; 

Swift they descend, with wing to wing conjoin’d. 
Stretch their broad plumes, and float upon the wind. 
Above the’ assembled peers they wheel on high, 
And clang their wings, and hovering beat the sky ; 
With ardent eyes the rival train they threat, 

And shrieking loud, denounce approaching fate. 
They cuff, they tear , their cheeks and neck they rend, 
And from their plumes huge drops of blood descend : 
Then sailing o’er the domes and towers, they fly 
Full toward the east, and mount into the sky. 

The wondering rivals gaze with cares oppress’d, 
And chilling horrors freeze in every breast. 

Till big with knowledge of approaching woes 
The prince of augurs, Halitherses, rose : 

Prescient he view’d the’ aerial tracks, and drew 
A sure presage from every wing that flew. 

4 Ye sons (he cried) of Ithaca, give ear, 

Hear all ! but chiefly you, O rivals ! hear. 
Destruction sure o’er all your heads impends ; 
Ulysses comes, and death his steps attends. 
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Nor to the great alone is death decreed; 

We, and our guilty Ithaca, must bleed. 

Why cease we then the wrath of heaven to stay ? 
Be humbled all, and lead, ye great ! the way. 

For lo! my words no fancied woes relate : 

I speak from science, and the voice is fate. 

‘ When great Ulysses sought the Phrygian shores 
To shake with war proud Uion’s lofty towers, 
Deeds then undone my faithful tongue foretold : 
Heaven seal’d my words, and you those deeds behold. 
I see (I cried) his woes, a countless train ; 

I see his friends o’erwhehn’d beneath the main ; 
How twice ten years from shore to shore he roams : 
Now twice ten years are past, and now he comes !’ 
To whom Eurymachus : ‘ Fly, dotard, fly ! 

With thy wise dreams, and fables of the sky. 

Go, prophesy at home ; thy sons advise : 

Here thou art sage in vain — I better read the skies. 
Unnumber’d birds glide through the’ aerial way, 
Vagrants of air, and unforeboding stray. 

Cold in the tomb, or in the deeps below, 

Ulysses lies : O wert thou laid as low ! 

Then would that busy head no broils suggest. 

Nor fire to rage Telemachus’s breast. 

From him some bribe thy venal tongue requires, 
And interest, not the god, thy voice inspires. 

His guideless youth, if thy experienc’d age 
Mislead fallacious into idle rage, 

Vengeance deserv’d thy malice shall repress, 

And but augment the wrongs thou would’st redress. 
Telemachns may bid the queen repair 
To great Icarius, whose paternal care 
Will guide her passion, and reward her choice 
With wealthy dower, and bridal gifts of price. 
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Till she retires, determin’d we remain, 

And both the prince and augur threat in vain r 
His pride of words, and thy wild dream of fete, 
Move not the brave, or only move their hate. 
Threat on, O prince ! elude the bridal day, 

Threat on, till all thy stores in waste decay. 

True, Greece affords a train of lovely dames, 

In wealth and beauty worthy of our dames : 

But never from this nobler suit we cease ; 

For wealth and beauty less than virtue please.* 

To whom the youth : ‘ Since then in. vain I tell 
My numerous woes, in silence let them dwell. 

But heaven, and all the Greeks, have heard my 
wrongs : 

To heaven, and all the Greeks, redress belongs. 

Yet this I ask -nor be it ask'd in vain — 

A bark to waft me o’er the rolling main ; 

The realms of Pyle and Sparta to explore,- 
And seek my royal sire from shore to shore : 

If, or to fame his doubtful fate be known,. 

Or to be leam’d from oracles alone ? 

If yet he lives, with patience I forbear 
Till the deet hours restore the circling yeav: 

But if already wandering in the train 
Of empty shades, I measure back the main, 

Plant the fair column o’er the mighty dead, 

And yield his consort to the nuptial bed.’ 

He ceas'd ; and while abash’d the peers attend. 
Mentor arose, Ulysses’ faithful friend : 

[When fierce in arms he sought the scenes of war, 
* My friend (he cried) my palace be tiiy care ; 
Years roll’d on years my godlike sire decay, 

Guard thou his age, and his behests obey.’] 
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Stern as he rose, he cast his eyes around,, 

That flash’d with rage : and, as he spoke, he frown’d: 
‘ O never, never more let king be just, 

Be mild in power, or faithful to his trust L 
Let tyrants govern with an iron rod, 

Oppress, destroy, and be the scourge of God; 
Since he who like a father held his reign, 

So soon forgot, >vas just and mild in vain ! 

True, while my friend is griev’d, his griefs I share ; 
Yet now the rivals are my smallest care: 

They, for the mighty mischiefs they devise, 

Ere long shall pay — their forfeit lives the price. 
But against you, ye Greeks ! ye coward train, 

Gods ! how my soul is mov’d with just disdain ? 
Dumb ye all stand, and not one tongue affords 
His injur’d prince the little aid of words.’ 

While yet he spoke, Leocritus rejoin’d : 

‘ O pride of words, and arrogance of mind ! 
Would’st thou to rise in arms the Greeks advise ? 
Join all your powers! in arms, ye Greeks, arise ! 
Yet would your powers in vain our strength oppose; 
The valiant few o’ermatch an host of foes. 

Should great Ulysses stern appear in arms, 

While the bowl circles, and the banquet warms ; 
Though to his breast his spouse with transport flies > 
Torn from her breast, that hour, Ulysses dies. 

But hence retreating to. your domes repair ; 

To arm the vessel. Mentor ! be thy care, 

And, Halitherses ! thine : be each his friend ; 

Ye lov’d the father : go, the son attend, 

But yet, I trust the boaster means to stay 
Safe in the court, nor tempt the watry way.’ 

Then with a rushing sound, the’ assembly bend. 
Diverse their steps : the rival rout ascend 
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The royal dome ; whilst sad the prince explores 
The neighbouring main, and sorrowing treads the 
shores. 

There, as the waters o’er his hands he shed, 

The royal suppliant to Minerva pray’d : 

* O goddess ! who descending from the skies 
Vouchsaf’d thy presence to my wondering eyes ; 
By whose commands the raging deeps I trace, 

And seek my sire through storms and rolling seas 1 
Hear from thy heavens above, O warrior-maid ! 
Descend once more, propitious to my aid. 

Without thy presence, vain is thy command ; 
Greece, and the rival train, thy voice withstand,’ 

Indulgent to his prayer, the goddess took 
Sage Mentor’s form, and thus like Mentor spoke ; 

* O prince ! in early youth divinely wise, 

Born, the Ulysses of thy age to rise ! 

If to the son the father’s Worth descends, 

O’er the wide waves success thy ways attends : 

To tread the walks of death he stood prepar’d, ' 
And what he greatly thought, he nobly dar’d. 

Were not wise sons descendant of the wise, 

And did not heroes from brave heroes rise ; 

Vain were my hopes : few sons attain the praise 
Of their great sires, and most their sires disgrace. 
But since thy veins paternal virtue fires, 

And all Penelope thy soul inspires, 

Go, and succeed ! the rivals’ aims despise ; 

For never, never, wicked man was wise. 

Blind they rejoice, though now, e'en now they fell j 
Death hastes amain : one hour o’erwhelms them all. 
And lo, with speed we plough the watry way ; 

My power shall guard thee* and my hand convey: 
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The winged vessel studious I prepare, 

Through seas and realms companion of thy care. 
Thou to the court ascend ; and to the shores, 
When night advances, bear the naval stores : 
Bread, that decaying man with strength supplies, 
And generous wine, which thoughtful sorrow flies. 
Meanwhile the mariners by my command 
Shall speed aboard, a valiant chosen band. 

Wide o’er the bay, by vessel vessel rides ; 

The best I choose to waft thee o’er the tides.’ 

She spoke : to his high dome the prince returns, 
And as lie moves, with royal anguish mourns. 
’Twas riot all, among the lawless train ; 

Boar bled by boar, and goat by goat lay slain. 
Arriv’d, his hand the gay Antinous press’d, 

And thus deriding, with a smile address’d : 

1 Grieve not, O daring prince ! that noble heart ; 
111 suits gay youth the stern heroic part. 

Indulge the genial hour, unbend thy soul, 

Leave thought to age, and drain the flowing bowl. 
Studious to ease thy grief, our care provides 
The bark, to waft thee o’er the swelling tides.’ 

‘ Is this (returns the prince) for mirth a time ? 
When lawless gluttons riot, mirth’s a crime ; 

The luscious wines, dishonour’d, lose their taste ; 
The song is noise, and impious is the feast. 

Suffice it to have spent with swift decay 
The wealth of kings, and made my youth a prey. 
But now the wise instructions of the sage. 

And manly thoughts inspir’d by manly age, 

Teach me to seek redress for all my woe, 

Here, or in Pyle — in Pyle, or here, your foe. 

Deny your vessels, ye deny in vaiu ; 

A private voyager I pass the main. 

VOL. i. f 
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Free breathe the winds, and free the billows flow. 
And where on earth I live, I live your foe.' 

He spoke and frown’d, nor longer deign’d to stay, 
Sternly his hand withdrew, and strode away. 
Meantime, o’er all the dome, they quaff, they \ 
feast, ^ 

Derisive taunts were spread from guest to guest, f 
And each in jovial mood his mate address’d. / 

4 Tremble ye not, O friends ! and coward fly, 
Doom’d by the stern Telemachus to die ? 

To Pyle or Sparta to demand supplies, 

Big with revenge, the mighty warrior flies : 

Or comes from Ephyr6 with poisons fraught. 

And kills us all in one tremendous draught !’ 

4 Or who can say (bis gamesome mate replies) 
But while the dangers of the deeps he tries, 

He, like bis sire, may sink depriv’d of breath. 

And punish us unkindly by his death? 

What mighty labours would he then create, 

To seize his treasures, and divide his state. 

The royal palace to the queen convey, 

Or him she blesses in the bridal day !’ 

Meantime the lofty rooms the prince surveys, 
Where lay the treasures of the’ Ithacian race : 
Here ruddy brass and gold refulgent blaz’d j 
There polish’d chests embroider’d vestures grac’d ; 
Here jars of oil breath’d forth a rich perfume ; 
There casks of wine in rows adorn’d the dome. 
(Pure flavorous wine, by gods in bounty given. 
And worthy to exalt the feasts of heaven) 
Untouch’d they stood, till, his long labours o’er. 
The great Ulysses reach’d his native shore. 

A double strength of bars secured the gates : 

Fast by the door the wise Euryclea waits ; 



Digitized by Google 




THE OBYSSET. 



71 



Book S. 

Euryclea, who, great Ops ! thy lineage shar'd, 

And watch'd all night, ail day ; a faithful guard. 

To whom the prince : ‘ O thou, whose guardian car£ 
Nurs’d the most wretched king that breathes the air ; 
Untouch’d and sacred may these vessels stand 
Till great Ulysses views his native land. 

But by thy care twelve unis of wine be fill’d, 
Next these in worth, and firm those urns be seal’d; 
And twice ten measures of the choicest flour 
Prepar’d, ere yet descends the evening hour. 

For when the favouring shades of night arise, 

And peaceful slumbers close my mother’s eyes, 

Me from our coast shall spreading sails convey, 

To seek Ulysses through the watery way.’ 

While yet he spoke, she fill’d the walls with cries, 
And tears ran trickling from her aged eyes. 

‘ O whither, whither flies my son ?’ she cried, 

‘ To realms, that rocks and roaring seas divide ? 

In foreign lands thy father’s days decay’d, 

And foreign lands contain the mighty dead. 

The watery way ill-fated if thou try, 

All, all must perish, and by fraud you die ! 

Then Stay,mycliild! storms beat, and rolls the main; 
O beat those storms, and roll tire seas in \ un !’ 

1 Far hence (replied the prince) thy fears be driven ; 
Heaven calls me forth; these counsels are of heavem 
But by the powers that hate the peijur’d, swear 
To keep my voyage from the royal ear, 

Nor uncompeU’d the dangerous truth betray, 

Till twice six times descends the lamp of day : 
.Lest the sad tale a mother’s life impair, 

And grief destroy what time awhile would spare.’ 
Thus he. The matron with uplifted eyes 
Attests the’ all-seeing sovereign of the skies. 
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Then stndions she prepares the choicest flour, 

The strength of wheat, and wines an ample store. 
While to the rival train the prince returns, 

The martial goddess with impatience burns ; 

Like thee, Telemachus, in voice and size, 

With speed divine from street to street she flies, 
She bids the mariners prepar’d to stand, 

When night descends, embodied on the strand. 
Then to Noemon swift she runs, she flies, 

And asks a bark : the chief a bark supplies. 

And now, declining with his sloping wheels, 
Down sunk the sun behind the western hills. 

The goddess shov’d the vessel from the shores, 

And stow’d within its womb the naval stores. 

Full in the openings of the spacious main 
It rides : and now descends the sailor-train. 

Next, to the court, impatient of delay, 

With rapid step the goddess urg’d her way : 

There every eye with slumbrous chains she bound, 
And dash’d the flowing goblet to the ground. 
Drowsy they rose, with heavy fumes oppress’d, 
Reel’d from the palace, and retir’d to. rest. 

Then thus, in Mentor’s reverend form array’d. 
Spoke to Telemachus die martial maid : 

* Lo ! on the seas prepar’d the vessel stands, 

The' impatient mariner thy speed demands.’ 

Swift as she spoke, with rapid pace she leads ; 

The footsteps of the deity he treads. 

Swift to the shore they move : along the strand 
The ready vessel rides, the sailors ready stand. 

He bids them bring their stores; the' attending 
tram 

Load the tall bark, and launch into the main. 



Digitized by Google 




THE ODYSSEY. 



*s 



Book 2. 

Hie prince and goddess to the stern ascend ; 

To the strong stroke at once the rowers bend. 

Full from the west she bids fresh breezes blow ; 
The sable billows foam and roar below. 

The chief his orders gives : the’ obedient band 
With due observance wait the chiefs command ; 
With speed the mast they rear, with speed unbind 
The spacious sheet, and stretch it to the wind. 
High o’er the roaring waves the spreading sails 
Bow the tall mast, and swell before the gales ; 

The crooked keel the parting surge divides, 

And to the stern retreating roll the tides. 

And now they ship their oars, and crown with wine 
The holy goblet to the powers divine : 

Imploring all the gods that reign above, 

But chief the blue-ey’d progeny of Jove. 

Thus all the night they stem the liquid way, 
And end their voyage with the morning ray. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

THE INTERVIEW OF TELEMACHU8 AND NESTOR. 



TELEM ACHUS, guided by Pallas in the shape of Mentor, ar- 
rives in the morning at Pylos, where Nestor and bis sons are 
sacrificing on the sea-shore to Neptune. Telemacbus declares 
the occasion of his coming ; and Nestor relates what passed 
in their return from Troy, how their fleets were separated, 
and he never since heard of Ulysses. The discourse con- 
cerning the death of Agamemnon, the revenge of Orestes, 
and the injuries of the suitors. Nestor advises him to go to 
Sparta, and inquire further of Menelaiis. The sacrifice 
ending with the night, Minerva vanishes from them in the 
form of an eagle : Tetemachus is lodged in the palace. The 
next morning they sacrifice a bullock to Minerva, and Teie- 
machus proceeds on his journey to Sparta, attended by 
Pisistratus. 

The scene lies on the sea-shore of Pylos. 
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The sacred sun, above the waters rais’d. 

Through heaven’s eternal brazen portals blaz’d ; 
And wide o’er earth diffus’d his cheering ray, 

To gods and men to give the golden day. 

Now on the coast of Pyle the vessel fells, 

Before old Neleus’ venerable walls. 

Tli ere, suppliant to the monarch of the flood, 

At nine green theatres the Pylians stood ; 

Each held five hundred (a deputed train), 

At each, nine oxen on the sand lay slain. 

They taste the entrails, and the altars load 
With smoking thighs, an offering to the god. 

Full for the port the Ithacensians stand, 

And furl their sails, and issue on the land. 
Telemachus already press’d the shore ; 

Not first, the Power of wisdom march’d before, 
And ere the sacrificing throng he join’d. 
Admonish'd thus his well-attending mind : 

* Proceed, my son ! this youthful shame expel ; 
An honest business never blush to tell. 

To learn what fates thy wretched sire detain, 

We past the wide immeasurable main. 
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Meet then the senior, far renown’d for sense, 

With reverend awe, but decent confidence : 

Urge him with truth to frame his fair replies ; 

And sure he will ; for wisdom never lies.’ 

‘ O tell me, Mentor ! tell me, faithful guide, 

(The youth with prudent modesty replied) 

How shall I meet, or how accost the sage, 

Unskill’d in speech, nor yet mature of age? 

Awful the’ approach, and hard the task appears. 

To question wisely men of riper years.’ 

To whom the martial goddess thus rejoin’d : 

‘ Search, for some thoughts, thy own suggesting mind ; 
And others, dictated by heavenly power, 

Shall rise spontaneous in the needful hour : 

For nought unprosperous shall thy ways attend, 
Born with good omens, and with heaven thy friend.’ 
She spoke, and led the way with swiftest speed : 
As swift, the youth pursued the way she led ; 

And join’d the band before the sacred fire, 

Where sat, encompass’d with his sons, the sire. 

The youth of Pylos, some on pointed wood 
Transfix’d the fragments, some prepar’d the food. 

In friendly throngs they gather, to embrace 
Their unknown guests, and at the banquet place. 
Pisistratus was first to grasp their hands, 

And spread soft hides upon the yellow sands ; 
Along the shore the’ illustrious pair he led, w 

Where Nestor sat with youthful Thrasymed. 

To each a portion of the feast he bore, 

And held a golden goblet foaming o’er ; 

Then first approaching to the elder guest, 

The latent goddess in these words address’d : 

‘ Whoe’er thou art, whom fortune brings to keep . 
These rites of Neptune, monarch of the deep, 
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Thee first it fits, O stranger ! to prepare 
The due libation and the solemn pray’r ; 

Then give thy friend to shed the sacred wine : 3 

Though much thy younger, and his years like mine, > 
He too, I deem, implores the powers divine : 3 

For all mankind alike require their grace, 

All born to want ; a miserable race !’ 

He spake, and to her hand preferr’d the bowl : 

A secret pleasure touch’d Athena’s soul, 

To see the preference due to sacred age 
Regarded ever by the just and sage. 

Of ocean’s king she then implores the grace. 

‘ O thou ! whose arms this ample globe embrace, 
Fulfil our wish, and let thy glory shine 
On Nestor first, and Nestor’s royal line ; 

Next grant the Pylian states their just desires, 
Pleas’d with their hecatomb’s ascending fives ; 
Last, deign Telemachus and me to bless, 

And crown our voyage with desir’d success.’ 

Thus she ; and having paid the rite divine, 

Gave to Ulysses’ son the rosy wine. 

Suppliant he pray’d. And now the victims dress’d 
They draw, divide, and celebrate the feast. 

The banquet done, the narrative old man, 

Thus mild, the pleasing conference began : 

* Now, gentle guests ! the genial banquet o’er, 
It fits to ask ye, what your native shore, 

And whence your race ? on what adventure, say, 
Thus far ye wander through the watery way ? 
Relate, if business, or the thirst of gain, 

Engage your journey o’er the pathless main : 
Where savage pirates seek through seas unknown 
The lives of others, venturous of their own.’ 

Urg’d by the precepts by the goddess given, 
And fill’d with confidence infus’d from heaven, 
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The youth, whom Pallas destin’d to be wise 
And fam’d among the sons of men, replies : 

* Inquir'st thou, fiither ! from what coast we came? 
(O grace and glory of the Grecian name !) 

From where high Ithaca o’erlooks the floods, 
Brown with o’er-arching shades and pendent woods. 
Us to these shores our filial duty draws, 

A private sorrow, not a public cause. 

My sire I seek, where’er the voice of fame 
Has told the glories of his noble name, 

The great Ulysses ; fam’d from shore to shore 
For valour much, for hardy suffering more.. 

Long time with thee before proud Ilion’s wall 
In arms he fought ; with thee beheld her fall. 

Of all the chiefs, this hero’s fate alone 
Has Jove reserv'd, unheard of, and unknown ; 
Whether in fields by hostile fury slain, 

Or sunk by tempests in the gulfy main ? 

Of this to learn, oppress'd with tender fears, 

Lo, at thy knee his suppliant son appears. 

If or thy certain eye, or curious ear, 

Have learnt his fate, the whole dark story clear : 
And oh ! whate’er heaven destin’d to betide. 

Let neither flattery smooth, nor pity hide. 

Prepar’d I stand : he was but born to try 
The lot of man ; to suffer, and to die. 

O then, if ever through the ten years’ war 
The wise, the good Ulysses claim’d thy care ; 

If e’er he join’d thy council, or thy sword, 

True in his deed, and constant to his Word ; 

Far as thy mind through backward time can see, > 
Search all thy stores of faithful memory : > 

’Tis sacred truth I ask, and ask of thee.’ 3 

To him experienc’d Nestor thus rejoin’d : 

* O friend ! what sorrows dost thou bring to mind ! 



Digitized by Google 




THE ODYSSEY. 



91 



Book 3. 

Shall I the long, laborious, scene review, 

And open all the wounds of Greece anew ? 

What toils by sea ! where dark in quest of prey 
Dauntless we rov’d ; Achilles led the way : 

What toils by land ! where mixt in fatal fight 
Such numbers fell, such heroes sunk to night : 
There Ajax great, Achilles there the brave, 

There wise Patroclus, fill an early grave : 

There too my son — ah ! once my best delight, 

Once swift of foot, and terrible in fight, 

In whom stern courage with soft virtue join’d, 

A faultless body, and a blameless mind : 

Antilochus — what more can I relate ? 

How trace the tedious series of our fate ? 

Not added years on years my task could close, 
The long historian of my country’s woes : 

Back to thy native islands might'st thou sail, 

And leave half-heard the melancholy tale. 

Nine painful years on that detested shore, 

What stratagems we form’d, what toils we bore ! 
Still labouring on, till scarce at last we found 
Great Jove propitious, and our conquest crown’d. 
Far o’er the rest thy mighty father shin’d, 

In wit, in prudence, and in force of mind. 

Art thou the son of that illustrious sire ? 

With joy I grasp thee, and with love admire. 

So like your voices, and your words so wise, 

Who finds thee younger must consult his eyes. 

Thy sire and I were one ; nor varied aught 
In public sentence, or in private thought ; 

Alike to council or the’ assembly came, 

With equal souls, and sentiments the same. 

But when (by wisdom won) proud Ilion burn’d, 
And in their ships the conquering Greeks return'd; 
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’Twas God's high will the victors to divide, 

And turn the’ event, confounding human pride : 
Some he destroy’d, some scatter’d as the dust ; 
(Not all were prudent, and not all were just) 

Then Discord, sent by Pallas from above, iiV- 
Stern daughter of the great avenger Jove, 

The brother-kings inspir’d with fell debate ; 

Who call’d to council all the’ Acbaian state, 

But call’d untimely (not the sacred rite 
Observ’d, nor heedful of the setting light, it ■ 
Nor herald sworn the session to proclaim) : 

Sour with debauch, a reeling tribe they came. 

To these the cause of meeting they explain, 

And Menelaiis moves to cross the main ; 

Not so the king of men : he will’d to stay ; 

The sacred rites and hecatombs to pay, • 

And calm Minerva’s wrath. Oh, blind to fate ! 
The gods not lightly change their love, or hate. 
With ireful taunts each other they oppose, 

Till in loud tumult all the Greeks arose. 

Now different counsels every breast divide, 

Each burns with rancour to the adverse side : 

Tiie’ unquiet night strange projects entertain’d 
(So Jove, that urg’d 119 to our fate, ordain’d). 

We with the rising morn our ships unmoor’d, 

And brought our captives and our stores aboard j 
But half the people with respect obey’d 
The king of men, and at his bidding stay’d. 

Now on the wings of winds our course we keep, ' 
(For God had smooth’d the waters of the deep) 
For Tenedos we spread our eager oars, 

There land, and pay due victims to the powers : 
To bless our safe return we join in pray'r, 

But angry Jove dispers’d our vows in air, 
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And rais’d new discord. Then (so heaven decreed) 
Ulysses first and Nestor disagreed : 

Wise as he was, by various counsels sway’d, 

He there, though late, to please the monarch, stay’d. 
But I, determin’d, stem the foamy floods, 

Warn’d of the coming fury of the gods. 

With us, Tydides fear’d, and urg’d his haste : 

And Menelaiis came, but came the last. 

He join’d our vessels in the Lesbian bay, 

While yet we doubted of our watery way ; 

If to the right to urge the pilot’s toil, 

(The safer road) beside the Psyrian isle ; 

Or the straight course to rocky Cliios plough, 

And anchor under Mimas’ shaggy brow. 

We sought direction of the power divine : 

The god propitious gave the guiding sign ; 
Through the mid seas he bid our navy steer, 

And in Euboea shun the woes we fear. 

The whistling winds already wak'd the sky ; 

Before the whistling winds the vessels fly. 

With rapid swiftness cut the liquid way, 

And reach Gerestus at the point of day. 

There hecatombs of bulls, to Neptune slain, 
High-flaming please the monarch of the main. 

The fourth day shone, when all their labours o’er 
Tydides’ vessels touch’d the wish’d-for shore ; 

But I to Pylos scud before the gales, 

The god still breathing on my swelling sails ; 
Separate from all, I safely landed here ; 

Their fates or fortunes never reach’d my ear. 

Yet what I leam’d, attend ; as here I sat, } 
And ask’d each voyager each hero’s fate ; C 

Curious to know, and willing to relate. ) 
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1 Safe reach’d the Myrmidons their native land, 
Beneath Achilles’ warlike son’s command. 

Those, whom the heir of great Apollo’s art, 

Brave Philoctetes, taught to wing the dart ; 

And those whom Idomen from Ilion’s plain 
Had led, securely cross’d the dreadful main. 

How Agamemnon touch’d his Argive coast, 

And how his life by fraud and force he lost, 

And how the murderer paid his forfeit breath ; 
What lands so distant from that scene of death 
But trembling heard the feme? and, heard, admire 
How well the son appeas’d his slaughter’d sire ! 
E’en to the’ unhappy, that unjustly bleed, 

Heaven gives posterity, to’ avenge the deed. 

So fell Egysthus ; and may’st thou, my friend, 

(On whom the virtues of thy sire descend) 

Make future times thy equal act adore, 

And be what brave Orestes was before !’ 

The prudent youth replied : ‘ O thou, the grace 
And lasting glory of the Grecian race ! 

Just was the vengeance, and to latest days 
Shall long posterity resound the praise. 

Some god this arm with equal prowess bless ! 

And the proud suitors shall its force confess : 
t Injurious men ! who while my soul is sore 
Of fresh affronts, are meditating more. 

But heaven denies this honour to my hand, 

Nor shall my father repossess the land : 

The father’s fortune never to return, 

And the sad son’s to suffer and to mourn!’ 

Thus he ; and Nestor took the word : ‘ My son. 
Is it then true, as distant rumours run, 

That crowds of rivals for thy mother’s charms 
Thy palace fill with insults and alarms ? 
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Say, is the fault, through tame submission, thine i ) 
Or leagued against thee, do thy people join, f. 

Mov’d by some oracle, or voice divine ? ’ \ 

And yet who knows, but ripening lies in fate 
An hour of vengeance for the’ afflicted state ; 
When great Ulysses shall suppress these harms 
Ulysses singly, or all Greece in arms ? 

But if Athena, war's triumphant maid, 

The happy son will, as the father, aid, 

(Whose fame and safety was her constant care 
In every danger and in every war : 

Never on man did heavenly favour shine 
With rays so strong, distinguish’d, and divine, 

As those with which Minerva mark’d thy sire) 

So might she love thee, so thy soul inspire ! ' 

Soon should their hopes in humble dust be laid 
And long oblivion of the bridal bed.’ 

‘ Ah ! no such hope (the prince with sighs replies) 
Can touch my breast; that blessing heaven denies ; 
E’en by celestial favour were it given, 

Fortune or fate would cross the will of heaven.’ 

‘ WIiat words are these, and what imprudence 
(Thus interpos’d the martial maid divine) [thine 3 
Forgetful youth ! but know, the power above 
With ease can save each object of his love ; 

Wide as Ihs will, extends his boundless grace ; 

Nor lost in time, nor circumscrib’d by place. 
Happier his lot, who, many sorrows past, 

Long labouring gains his natal shore at last; 

Than who, too speedy, hastes to end his life 
By some stern ruffian, or adulterous wife. 

Death only is the lot which none can miss, 

And all is possible to heaven, but this. 

VOL. I. G 



THE ODYSSEY 



86 



Book 3. 



The best, the dearest favourite of the sky 
Must taste that cup, for man is born to die.’ 

Thus check’d, replied Ulysses’ prudent heir : 

* Mentor, no more — the mournful thought forbear j 
For he no more must draw his country’s breath, 
Already snatch’d by fete, and the black doom of 
death ! 

Pass we to other subjects ; and engage 
On themes remote the venerable sage : 

(Who thrice has seen the perishable kind } 

Of men decay, and through three ages shin’d, > 
Like gods majestic, and like gods in mind) ) 
For much he knows, and just conclusions draws 
From various precedents, and various laws. 

O son of Neleus ! awful Nestor, tell 
How he, the mighty Agamemnon, fell ; 

By what strange fraud Egysthus wrought, relate, 
(By force he could not) such a hero’s fate. 

Liv’d Menelaiis not in Greece ? or where 
Was then the martial brother’s pious care ? 
Condemn'd perhaps some foreign shore to tread ; 
Or sure Egysthus had not dar’d the deed.’ 

To whom the full of days : ‘ Illustrious youth, 
Attend (though partly thou hast guess’d) the truth : 
For had the martial Menelaiis found 
The ruffian breathing yet on Argive ground ; 

Nor earth had hid his carcase from the skies, 

Nor Grecian virgins shriek’d his obsequies, 

But fowls obscene dismember’d his remains, 

And dogs had torn him on the naked plains. 

While us the works of bloody Mars employ’d, 

The wanton youth inglorious peace enjoy’d ; 

He, stretch’d at ease in Argos’ calm recess, 

(Whose stately steeds luxuriant pastures bless) 
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With flattery’s insinuating art 
Sooth’d the trail queen, and poison’d all her heart. 
At first with worthy shame and decent pride 
The royal dame his lawless suit denied. 

For virtue’s image yet possess’d her mind, 

Taught by a master of the tuneful kind : 

Atrides, parting for the Trojan war, 

Consign’d the youthful consort to his care. 

True to his charge, the bard preserv’d her long 
In honour’s limits ; such the pow T er of song. 

But when the gods these objects of their hate 
Dragg’d to destruction, by the links of fate ; 

The bard they banish’d from his native soil, 

And left all helpless in a desert isle : 

There he, the sweetest of the sacred train, 

Sung dying to the rocks, but sung in vain. 

Then virtue was no more ; her guard away, 

She fell, to Just a voluntary prey. 

E’en to the temple stalk’d the’ adulterous spouse, 
With impious thanks, and mockery of vows, 

With images, with garments, and with gold ; 

And odorous fumes from loaded altars roll’d. 

‘ Meantime from flaming Troy w:e cut the way, 
With Menelaiis, through the curling sea. 

But when to Suninm’s sacred point we came, 
Crown'd with the temple of the’ Athenian dame ; 
Atrides’ pilot, Fhrontes, there expir’d ; 
(Phrontes, of all the sons of men admir'd 
To steer the bounding bark with steady toil, 
When the storm thickens, and the billows boil) 
While yet he exercis'd the steerman’s art, 

Apollo touch’d him with his gentle dart ; 

E’en with the rudder in his hand he tell. 

To pay whose honours to the shades of hell, 
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We check’d our haste, by pious office bound, 

And laid our old companion in the ground. 

And now the rites discharg’d, our course we keep 
Far on the gloomy bosom of the deep: 

Soon as Malasa’s misty tops arise, 

Sudden the thundercr blackens all the skies, 

And the winds whistle, and the surges roll 
Mountains on mountains, and obscure the pole. 

The tempest scatters, and divides our fleet ; 

Part, the storm urges on the coast of Crete, 
Where, winding round the rich Cydonian plain, 

The streams of Jardan issue to the main. 

There stands a rock, high, eminent, and steep, 
Whose shaggy brow o’erhaugs the shady deep, 

And views Gortyna on the western side ; 

On this rough Auster drove the’ impetuous tide : 
With broken force the billow's roll’d away, 

And heav’d the fleet into the neighbouring bay ; 
Thus sav’d from death, they gain’d the Phaestan 
With shatter’d vessels, and disabled oars : [shores. 

But five tail barks the winds and waters toss’d, 

Far from their fellows, on the’ Egyptian coast. 
There wander’d Menelaiis through foreign shores, 
Amassing gold, and gathering naval stores ; 

While curs’d Egysthus the detested deed 
By fraud fulfill’d, and his great brother bled. 

Seven years the traitor rich Mycenae sway’d, 

And his stern rule the groaning land obey’d ; 

The eighth, from Athens to his realm restor’d, 
Orestes brandish’d the revenging sword, 

Slew the dire pair, and gave to funeral flame 
The vile assassin and adulterous dame. 

That day, ere yet the bloody triumphs cease, 
Return’d Atrides to the coast of Greece, 
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And safe to Argos’ port his navy brought, 

With gifts of price, and ponderous treasure fraught, 
Hence warn’d, my son, beware ! nor idly stand 
Too long a stranger to thy native land ; 

Lest heedless absence wear thy wealth away, 
While lawless feasters in thy palace sway ; 

Perhaps may seize thy realm, and share the spoil ; 'i 
And thou return, with disappointed toil, > 

From thy vain journey, to a rifled isle. J 

Howe’er, my friend, indulge one labour more, 

And seek Atrides on the Spartan shore. 

He, wandering long, a wider circle made, 

And many-languag’d nations has survey’d ; 

And measur’d tracts unknown to other ships, 

Amid the monstrous wonders of the deeps : 

(A length of ocean and unbounded sky, 

Whieh scarce the sea-fowl in a year o’erfly) 

Go then ; to Sparta take the watery way, 

Thy ship and sailors but for orders stay ; 

Or if by land thou choose thy course to bend, 

My steeds, my chariots, and my sons attend : 
Thee to Atrides they shall safe convey, 

Guides of thy road, companions of thy way. 

Urge him with truth to frame his free replies ; 

And sure he will •, for Menelaiis is wise.’ 

Thus while he speaks, the ruddy sun descends, 
And twilight grey her evening shade extends. 
Then thus the blue-ey’d maid : * O full of days ! 
Wise are thy words, and just are all thy ways. 
Now immolate the tongues, and mix the wine, 
Sacred to Neptune and the powers divine. 

The lamp of day is quench’d beneath the deep, 
And soft approach the balmy hours of sleep ; 
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Nor fits it to prolong the heavenly feast, 

Timeless, indecent, but retire to rest.’ 

So spake Jove's daughter, the celestial maid, 

The sober train attended and obey’d. 

The sacred heralds on their hands around 
Pour’d the full urns ; the y ouths the goblets crown’d : 
From bowl to bowl the holy beverage flows ; 

While to the final sacrifice they rose. 

The tongues they cast upon the fragrant flame, 

And pour, above, the consecrated stream. 

And now, their thirst by copious draughts allay’d, 
The youthful hero and the’ Athenian maid 
Propose departure from the finish’d rite, 

And in their hollow bark to pass the night : 

But this the hospitable sage denied : 

‘ Forbid it, Jove! and all the gods 1 (lie cried) 

Thus from my walls the much-lov’d son to send 
Of such a hero, and of such a triend ! 

Me, as some needy peasant, would ye leave, 

Whom heaven denies the blessing to relieve ? 

Me would you leave, who boast imperial sway, 
When beds of royal state invite your stay ? 

No — long as life this mortal shall inspire, 

Or as my children imitate their sire, 

Here shall the wandering stranger find his home. 
And hospitable rites adorn the dome.’ 

4 Well hast thou spoke (the blue-ey’d maid replies), 
Belov’d old man ! benevolent, as wise. 

Be the kind dictates of thy heart obey’d, 

And let thy words Telemachus persuade : 

He to thy palace shall thy steps pursue ; ) 

I to the ship, to give the orders due, > 

Prescribe directions, aud confirm the crew : 3 
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For I alone sustain their naval cares, 

Who boast experience from these silver hairs ; 

All youths the. rest, whom to this journey move 
Like years, like tempers, and their prince’s love. 

There in the vessel I shall pass the night : 

And soon as morning paints the fields of light, 

I go to challenge from the Caucons bold 
A debt, contracted in the days of old. 

But this thy guest, receiv’d with friendly care, 

Let thy strong coursers swift to Sparta bear , 

Prepare thy chariot at the dawn of day, 

And be thy son companion of his way.’ 

Then turning with the word, Minerva flies, 

And soars an eagle through the liquid skies : 

Vision divine ! the throng’d spectators gaze 
In holy wonder fix’d, and still amaze. 

But cliief the reverend sage admir'd ; he took 
The hand of young Telemachus, and spoke ; 

1 O happy youth ! and favour’d of the skies, 

Distinguish’d care of guardian deities I 
Whose early years for future worth engage, 

No vulgar manhood, no ignoble age. 

For lo ! none other of the court above 
Than she, the daughter of almighty Jove, 

Pallas herself, the war-triumphant maid, 

Confess’d is thine, as ouce thy father’s aid. 

So guide me, goddess ! so propitious shine 
On me, my consort, and my royal line ! 

A yearling bullock to thy name shall smoke, 

Untam’d, unconscious of the galling yoke, 

With ample forehead, and yet tender horns, 

Whose budding honours ductile gold adorns.’ 

Submissive thus the hoary sire preferr’d 
His holy vow : the favouring goddess heard. 

] 
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Then slowly rising, o’er the sandy space 
Precedes the father, follow’d by his race, 

(A long procession) timely marching home 
In comely order to the regal dome. 

There when arrived, on thrones around him plac’d, 
His sons and grandsons the wide circle grac'd. 

To these the hospitable sage, in sign 
Of social welcome, mix’d the racy wine 
(Late from the mellowing cask restor’d to light, 
By ten long years refin’d, and rosy-bright). 

To Pallas high the foaming bowl he crown’d, 

And sprinkled large libations on the ground. 

Each drinks a fall oblivion of his cares, 

And to the gifts of balmy sleep repairs. 

Deep in a rich alcove the prince was laid, 

And slept beneath the pompous colonnade; 

Fast by his side Pisistratus lay spread, 

(In age his equal) on a splendid bed : 

But in an inner court, securely clos’d. 

The reverend Nestor and his queen repos’d. 

When now Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 

With rosy lustre purpled o’er the lawn ; 

The old man early rose, walk’d forth, and sat 
On polish’d stone before his palace gate : 

With unguents smooth the lucid marble shone, 
Where ancient Neleus sat, a rustic throne ; 

But he descending to the’ infernal shade, 

Sage Nestor fill’d it, and the sceptre sway’d. 

His sons around him mild obeisance pay, 

And duteous take the orders of the day. 

First Echephron and Stratius quit their bed ; 

Then Perseus, Aretus, and Thrasymed ; 

The last Pisistratus arose from rest : 

They eame, and near him plac’d the stranger-guest. 
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To these the senior thus declar’d his will : 

‘ My sons ! the dictates of your sire fulfil. 

To Pallas, first of gods, prepare the feast, 

Who grac’d our rites, a more than mortal guest. 
Let one, dispatchful, bid some swain to lead 
A well-fed bullock from the grassy mead ; 

One seek the harbour where the vessels moor, 

And bring thy friends, Telemaclms ! ashore ; 
(Leave only two the galley to attend) 

Another to Laerceus must we send, 

Artist divine, whose skilful hands infold 
The victim’s horn with circumfusile gold. 

The rest may here the pious duty share, 

And bid the handmaids for the feast prepare, 

The seats to range, the fragrant wood to bring, 

And limpid waters from the living spring/ 

He said, and busy each his care bestow’d ; 
Already at the gates the bullock low’d, 

Already came the Ithacensian crew, 

The dextrous smith the tools already drew ; 

His ponderous hammer, and his anvil sound, 

And the strong tongs to turn the metal round. 

Nor was Minerva absent from the rite, 

She view’d her honours, and enjoy’d the sight. 

With reverend hand the king presents the gold, ) 
Which round the’ intorted horns the gilder roll’d ; £ 
So wrought, as Pallas might with pride behold. ) 
Young Aretus from forth his bridal bow’r 
Brought the full laver, o’er their hands to pour, > 
And canisters of consecrated flour. } 

Stratius and Echephron the victim led ; 

The axe was held by warlike Thrasymed, 

In act to strike : before him Perseus stood, 

The vase extending to receive the blood. 
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The king himself initiates to the pow’r ; 

Scatters with quivering hand the sacred flour. 

And the stream sprinkles : from the curling brows 
The hair collected in the fire he throws. 

Soon as due vows on every part were paid, 

And sacred wheat upon the victim laid, 

Strong Thrasymed discharg’d the speeding blow • 
Full on his neck, and cut the nerves in two. 

Down sunk the heavy beast : the females round, 
Maids, wives, and matrons, mix a shrilling sound. 
Nor scorn’d the queen the holy choir to join 
(The first-born she, of old Clymenus’ line ; 

In youth by Nestor lov’d, of spotless fame, 

And lov’d in age, Eurydice by name). 

From earth they rear him, struggling now with death ; 
And Nestor’s youngest stops the vents of breath. 
The soul for ever flies : on all sides round [ground. 
Streams the black blood, and smokes upou the 
The beast they then divide, and disunite 
The ribs and limbs, observant of the rite : 

On these, in double cawls involv’d with art, 

The choicest morsels lay from every part. 

The sacred sage before his altar stands, 

Turns the burnt-offering with his holy hands, 

And pours the wine, and bids the flames aspire ; 
The youths with instruments surround the fire. 

The thighs now sacrific’d, and entrails dress'd, 

The’ assistants part, transfix, and boil the rest. 
While these officious tend the rites divine. 

The last fair branch of the Nestorean line, 

Sweet Polycaste, took the pleasing toil 
To bathe the prince, and pom- the fragrant oil. 
O’er his fair limbs a flowery vest he threw, 

And issued, like a god, to mortal view. 
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His former seat beside tbe king be found, 

(His people’s father with his peers around) 

AH plac’d at ease the holy banquet join, 

And in the dazzling goblet laughs the wine. 

The rage of thirst and hunger now suppress’d, 
The monarch turns him to his royal guest ; 

And for the promis’d journey bids prepare 
The sraootk-kair’d horses, and the rapid car. 
Observant of his word, the word scarce spoke, 
The sons obey, and join them to the yoke. 

Then bread and wine a ready handmaid brings, 
And presents, such as suit the state of kings. 

The glittering seat Telemachus ascends : 

His faithful guide, Pisistratus attends ; 

With hasty hand the ruling reins he drew : 

He lash'd the coursers, and the coursers flew. 
Beneath the bounding yoke alike they held 
Their equal pace, and smok'd along the field. 

The towers of Pylos sink, its views decay, 1 

Fields after fields fly back, till close of day : > 

Then sunk the sun, and darken’d all the way. j 
To Pherae now, Diocleus’ stately seat, 

(Of Alpheus’ race) the weary youths retreat. 

His house affords the hospitable rite, 

And pleas’d they sleep (the blessing of the night). 
But when Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 

With rosy lustre pVirpled o'er the lawn ; 

Again they mount, their journey to renew, 

And from the sounding portico they flew. 

Along the waving fields their way they hold, 

The fields receding as the chariot roll’d : 

Then slowly sunk the ruddy globe of light. 

And o’er the shaded landscape rush’d the night. 
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THE CONFERENCE WITH MENEEAUS, 

TELEMACHUS, with Pisistratus, arriving at Sparta, is hospi- 
tably received by Menelaus, to whom he relates the cause of 
his comiDg, and learns from him many particulars of what 
befel the Greeks since the destruction of Troy. He dwells 
more at large upon the prophecies of Protens to him in his 
retnrn, from which he acquaints Telemachus, that Ulysses is 
detained in the island of Calypso. 

• * . 

In the meantime the suitors consult to destroy Telemachus 
in his voyage home. Penelope is apprised of this, but com- 
forted in a dream by Pallas, in the shape of her sister Jp- 
thima. 
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And now prond Sparta with their wheels resounds, 
Sparta whose walls a range of hills surrounds : 

At the fair dome the rapid labour ends ; 

Where sat Atrides midst his bridal friends, 

With double vows invoking Hymen’s pow’r, 

To bless his son’s and daughter s nuptial hour. 

That day, to great Achilles’ son resign’d, 
Hermione, the fairest of her kind, 

Was sent to crown the long-protracted joy, 
Espous’d before the fatal doom of Troy : 

With steeds and gilded cars, a gorgeous train 
Attend the nymph to Phthias distant reign. 
Meanwhile at home, to Megapenthes’ bed 
The virgin-choir Alector’s daughter led. 

Brave Megapenthes, from a stol’n amour 
To great Atrides’ age his handmaid bore : 

To Helen’s bed the gods alone assign 
Hermione, to’ extend the regal line ; 

On whom a radiant pomp of graces wait, 
Resembling Venus in attractive state. 

While this gay friendly troop the king surround, 
With festival and mirth the roofs resound ; 
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A bard amid the joyous circle sings 
High airs, attemper’d to the vocal strings; 

Whilst, warbling to the varied strain, advance 
Two sprightly youths to form the bounding dance. 
Twas then, that issuing through the palace gate 
The splendid car roll’d slow in regal state : 

On the bright eminence young Nestor shone, 

And fast beside him great Ulysses’ son. 

Grave Eteoneus saw the pomp appear, 

And, speeding, thus address'd the royal ear : 

‘ Two youths approach, whose semblant features 
prove 

Their blood devolving from the source of Jdve. 

Is due reception deign’d, or must they bend 
Their doubtful course to seek a distant friend ?’ 

1 Insensate ! (with a sigh the king replies) 

Too long, misjudging, have I thought thee wise : 
But sure relentless folly steels thy breast, 

Obdurate to reject the stranger-guest ; 

To those dear hospitable rites a foe, 

Which in my wanderings oft reliev’d my woe : 

Fed by the bounty of another’s board, 

Till pitying Jove my native realm restor’d — 
Straight be the coursers from the car releas’d. 
Conduct the youths to grace the genial feast.’ 

The senesclial, rebuk’d, in haste withdrew ; . 
With equal haste a menial train pursue : 

Part led the coursers, from the car enlarg’d, 

Each to a crib with choicest grain surcharg’d 

Part in a portico, profusely grac’d 

With rich magnificence, the chariot plac’d ; 

Then to the dome the friendly pair invite. 

Who eye the dazzling roofs with vast delight, 
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Resplendent as the blaze of summer-noon, 

Or the pale radiance of the midnight moon. 

From room to room their eager view they bend ; 
Thence to the bath, a beauteous pile, descend; 
Where a bright damsel-train attends the guests 
With liquid odours, and embroider’d vests. 
Refresh'd, they wait them to the bower of state, 
Where circled with his peers Atrides sat ; 

Thron’d next the king, a fair attendant brings 
The purest product of the crystal springs ; 

High on a massy vase of silver mould, 

The burnish’d laver flames with solid gold : 

In solid gold the purple vintage flows, 

And on the board a second banquet rose. 

When thus the king with hospitable port : 

* Accept this welcome to the Spartan court ; 

The waste of nature let the feast repair, 

Then your high lineage and your names declare : 
Say from what sceptred ancestry ye claim, 
Recorded eminent in deathless fame ? 

For vulgar parents cannot stamp their race 
With signatures of such majestic grace.’ 

Ceasing, benevoleut he straight assigns 
The royal portion of the choicest chines 
To each acoepted friend : with grateful haste 
They share the honours of the rich repast. 
Suffic’d, soft whispering thus to Nestor’s son, 

His head reclin’d, young Ithacus begun : 

‘ View’st thou unmov’d, O ever-bonour’d most ! 
These prodigies of art, and wondrous cost ? 
Above, beneath, around the palace shines 
The sumless treasure of exhausted mines : 

The spoils of elephants the roofs inlay, 

And studded amber darts a golden ray : 

VOL. i. h 
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Such, and not nobler, in the realms above 
My wonder dictates is the dome of Jove.’ 

The monarch took the word, anti grave replied : 
‘ Presumptuous are the vaunts, and vain the pride 
Of man who dares in pomp with Jove contest, 
Unchang’d, immortal, and supremely bless’d ! 

With all my affluence when my woes are weigh’d, 
Envy will own, the purchase dearly paid. 

For eight slow-circling years by tempest tost, 
From Cyprus to the fair Phoenician coast, 

(Sidon the capital) I stretch’d my toil 
Through regions fatten’d with the flows of Nile. 
Next Ethiopia’s utmost bound explore, 

And the parch’d borders of the* Arabian shore : 
Then warp my voyage on the southern gales, 

O’er the warm Libyan wave to spread my sails ; 
That happy clime ! where each revolving year 
The teeming ewes a triple offspring bear, 

And two fair crescents of translucent horn 
The brows of all their young increase adorn ; 

The shepherd swains with sure abundance bless’d, 
On the fat flock and rural dainties feast ; 

Nor want of herbage makes the dairy fail, 

But every season fills the foaming pail. 

Whilst heaping tin wish’d w r ealth, I distant roam, 
The best of brothers, at his natal home, 

By the dire fury of a traitress wife, 

Ends the sad evening of a stormy life : 

Whence with incessant grief my soul annoy’d, • 
These riches are possess’d, but not enjoy’d 1 
My wars, the copious theme of every tongue, 

To you, your fathers have recorded long : 

How favouring heaven repaid my glorious toils 
With a sack’d palace, and barbaric spoils. 



Digitized by Google 




THE ODYSSEY. 



Book 4. 



10.T 



Oh ! had the gods so large a boon denied, 

And life, the just equivalent, supplied 
To those brave warriors, who, w ith glory fir’d, 
Far from their country in my cause expir’d ! 

Still in short intervals of pleasing woe, 

Regardful of the friendly dues I owe, 

I to the glorious dead, for ever dear, 

Indulge the tribute of a grateful tear. 

But oh ! Ulysses — deeper than the rest 
That sad idea wounds my anxious breast ! 

My heart bleeds fresh with agonizing pain ; 

The bowl, and tasteful viands tempt in vain, 

Nor sleep’s soft power can close my streaming eyes, 
When imag’d to my soul his sorrows rise. 

No peril in my cause he ceas’d to prove, 

His labours equall’d only by my love : 

And both alike to bitter fortune born. 

For him to suffer, and for me to mourn ! 

Whether he wanders on some friendly coast, 

Or glides in Stygian gloom a pensive ghost, 

No fame reveals; but doubtful of his doom, 

His good old sire with sorrow to the tomb 
Declines his trembling steps ; untimely care 
Withers, the blooming vigour of his heir ; 

And the chaste partner of his bed and throne 
Wastes all her widow’d hours in tender moan.' 

While thus pathetic to the prince he spoke, 
From the brave youth the streaming passion broke; 
Studious to veil the grief, in vain repress’d, 

His face he shrouded with his purple vest. 

The conscious monarch pierc’d the coy disguise, 
And view’d his filial love with vast surprise ; 
Dubious to press the tender theme, or wait 
To hear the youth inquire his father’s fate, 
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In this suspense bright Helen grac'd the room ; 
Before her breath’d a gale of rich perfume : 

So moves, adorn’d with each attractive grace, 

The silver-shafted goddess of the cliace ! 

The seat of majesty Adraste brings, 

With art illustrious, for the pomp of kings. 

To spread the pall (beneath the regal chair) 

Of softest woof, is bright Alcippe’s care. 

A silver canister divinely wrought, 

In her soft hands the beauteous Phylo brought : 

To Sparta’s queen of old the radiant vase 
Alcandra gave, a pledge of royal grace : 

For Polybus her lord (whose sovereign sway 
The wealthy tribes of Pharian Thebes obey), 
When to that court Atridcs came, caress’d 
With vast munificence the' imperial guest ; 

Two lavers from the richest ore refin’d, 

With silver tripods, the kind host assign'd : 

And, bounteous, from the royal treasure told 
Ten equal talents of refulgent gold. 

Alcandra, consort of his high command, 

A golden distaff gave to Helen’s hand ; 

And th^t rich vase, with living sculpture wrought, 
Which heap’d with wool the beauteous Phyla 
brought : 

The silken fleece impurpled for the loom, 

Rival’d the hyacinth in vernal bloom. 

The sovereign seat then Jove-born Helen press’d. 
And pleasing thus her sceptred lord address’d : 

‘ Who grace our palace now, that friendly pair. 
Speak they their lineage, or their names declare ? 
Uncertain of the truth, yet uncontroll’d 
Hear me the bodings of my breast unfold. 

With wonder wrapt, on yonder cheek I trace 
The feature of the Ulysscan race : 



105 



Book 4. THE ODYSSEY. 

Diffus’d o’er each resembling line appear, 

In just similitude, the grace and air 
Of young Telemachus, the lovely boy, 

Who bless’d Ulysses with a father’s joy, 

What time the Greeks combin’d their social arms, 
To avenge the stain of my ill-fated charms ! 

‘ Just is thy thought, (the king assenting cries) 
Me thinks Ulysses strikes my wondering eyes: 
Full shiues the father in the filial frame, 

His port, his features, and his shape the same : 
Such quick regards his sparkling eyes bestow ; 
Such wavy ringlets o’er his shoulders flow ! 

And when he heard the long disastrous store 
Of cares, which in my cause Ulysses bore, 
Dismay’d, heart-wounded with paternal woes, 
Above restraint the tide of sorrow rose : 

Cautious to let the gushing grief appear, 

His purple garment veil’d the falling tear.’ 

‘ See there confess’d, (Tisistratus replies) 

The genuine worth of Ithacus the wise ! 

Of that heroic sire the youth is sprung, 

But modest awe hath chain’d his timorous tongue. 
Thy voice, O king ! with pleas’d attention heard, 
Is like the dictates of a god rever’d. 

With him at Nestor’s high command I came, 
Whose age I honour with a parent’s name. 

By adverse destiny constrain'd to sue 
For counsel and redress, he sues to you. 

Whatever ill the friendless orphan bears, 

Bereav’d of parents in his infant years, 

Still must the wrong’d Telemachus sustain, 

If hopeful of your aid, he hopes in vain : 

Affianc’d in your friendly power alone, 

The youth would vindicate the vacant throne.’ 
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‘ Is Sparta bless’d, and these desiring eyes 
View my friend’s son ? (the king exulting cries) 
Son of my friend, by glorious toils approv’d, 
Whose sword was sacred to the man he lov’d : 
Mirror of constant faith, rever’d, and mourn’d ! — 
When Troy was ruin’d, had the chief return’d. 

No Greek an equal space had e’er possess’d, 

Of dear affection, in my grateful breast. 

I, to confirm the mutual joys we shar'd, 

For his abode a capital prepar’d j 
Argos the seat of sovereign rule I chose ; 

Fair in the plan the future palace rose, 

Where my Ulysses and his race might reign, 

And portion to his tribes the wide domain. 

To them my vassals bad resign’d a soil, 

With teeming plenty to reward their toil. 

There with commutual zeal we both had strove 
In acts of dear benevolence and love : 

Brothers in peace, not rivals in command, 

And death alone dissolv’d the friendly band ! 
Some envious power the blissful scene destroys ; 
Vanish’d are all the visionary joys : 

The soul of friendship to my hope is lost, 

Fated to wander from his natal coast !’ 

He ceas’d ; a gust of grief began to rise : 

Fast streams a tide from beauteous Helen’s eyes 
Fast for the sire the filial sorrows flow r ; 

The weeping monarch swells the mighty woe : 
Thy cheeks, Pisistratus, the tears bedew, 

While pictur’d to thy mind appear’d in view 
Thy martial brother ', on the Phrygian plain 
Extended pale, by swarthy Memnon slain ! 

But silence soon the son of Nestor broke, 

And melting with fraternal pity spoke : 

1 Autilochng. 
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‘ Frequent, O king, was Nestor wont to raise 
And charm attention with thy copious praise : 

To crown tiiy various gifts, the sage assign’d 
The glory of a firm capacious mind : 

With that superior attribute control 
This unavailing impotence of soul. 

Let not your roof with echoing grief resound, 
Now -for the feast the friendly bowl is crown’d : 
But when from dewy shade emerging bright 
Aurora streaks the sky with orient light, 

Let each deplore his dead : the rites of woe 
Are all, alas! the living can bestow : 

O’er the congenial dust enjoin’d to shear 
The graceful curl, and drop the tender tear. 

Then mingling in the mournful pomp with you, 

I’ll pay my brother’s ghost a warrior's due, 

And mourn the brave Antiiochus, a name 
Not unrecorded in the rolls of fame; 

With strength and speed superior form’d, in fight 
To face the foe, or intercept his flight : 

Too early snatch’d by fate, ere known to me ! 

I boast a witness of his worth in thee.’ 

‘ Young and mature! the monarch thus rejoins, 
In thee renew’d the soul of Nestor shines : 

Form’d by the care of that consummate sage, 

In early bloom an oracle of age. 

Whene’er his influence Jove vouchsafes to show'r 
To bless the natal, and the nuptial hour ; 

From the great sire transmissive to the race, 

The boon devolving gives distinguish’d grace. 
Such, happy Nestor ! was thy glorious doom : 
Around thee full of years, thy otfspring bloom, 
Expert of arms, and prudent in debate ; 

The gifts of heaven to guard thy hoary state. 
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But now let each becalm his troubled breast, 

Wash, and partake serene the friendly feast. 

To move thy suit, Telemachus, delay, 

Till heaven’s revolving lamp restores the day.’ 

He said. Asphalion swift the laver brings : 
Alternate all partake the grateful springs : 

Then from the rites of purity repair, 

And with keen gust the savoury viands share. 
Meantime with genial joy to warm the soul, 

Bright Helen mix’d a mirth-inspiring bowl ; 
Temper’d with drugs of sovereign use, to’ assuage 
The boiling bosom of tumultuous rage ; 

To clear the cloudy front of wrinkled care, 

And dry the tearful sluices of despair : 

Charm’d with that virtuous draught, the’ exalted mind 
All sense of woe delivers to the wind : 

Though on the blazing pile his parent lay, 

Or a lov’d brother groan’d his life away, 

Or darling son, oppress’d by ruffian-force, 

Fell breathless at his feet a mangled corse ; 

From mom to eve, impassive and serene, 

The man entranc’d would view the deathful scene. 
These drugs, so friendly to the joys of life, 

Bright Helen learn’d from Tbone’s imperial wife ; 
Who sway’d the sceptre where prolific Nile 
With various simples clothes the fatten’d soil. 

With wholesome herbage mix’d, the direful bane 
Of vegetable venom taints the plaiu ; 

From Paeon sprung, their patron-god imparts 
To all the Pharian race his healing arts. 

The. beverage now prepar’d to inspire the feast, 
The circle thus the beauteous queen address’d : 

‘ Thron’d in omnipotence, supremest Jove 
Tempers the fates of human race above ; 
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By the firm sanction of his sovereign will, 
Alternate are decreed our good and ill. 

To feastful mirth be this white hour assign’d, 

And sweet discourse, the banquet of the mind. 
Myself assisting in the social joy, 

Will tell Ulysses’ bold exploit in Troy : 

Sole witness of the deed I now declare ; 

Speak you (who saw) his wonders in the war. 

* Seam’d o’er with wounds, which his own sabre 
In the vile habit of a village slave, [gave, 

The foe deceiv'd, he pass’d the tented plain. 

In Troy to mingle with the hostile train. 

In this attire secure from searching eyes, 

Till haply piercing through the dark disguise 
The chief I challeng’d ? he, whose practis’d wit 
Knew all the serpent-mazes of deceit, 

Eludes my search : but when his form I view’d 
Fresh from the batli with fragrant oils renew’d, 

His limbs in military purple dress'd ; 

Each brightening grace the genuine Greek confess’d. 
A previous pledge of sacred faith obtain’d, 

Till he the Hues and Argive fleet regain’d, 

To keep his stay conceal’d ; the chief declar'd 
The plans of war against the town prepar’d. 
Exploring then the secrets of the state, 

He leam’d what best might urge the Dardan fate : 
And, safe returning to the Grecian host, 

Sent many a shade to Pluto’s dreary coast. 

Loud grief resounded through the towers of Troy, 
But my pleas’d bosom glow'd with secret joy : 

For then with dire remorse, and conscious shame, 
I view’d the’ effects of that disastrous flame, 
Which, kindled by the’ imperious queen of love, 
Constrain’d me from my native realm to rove : 
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And oft in bitterness of soul deplor’d 
My absent daughter, ^and my dearer lord j 
Admir’d among the first of human race, 

For every gift of mind and manly grace.’ 

Right well, (replied the king)your speech displays 
The matchless merit of the chief you praise : 
Heroes in various climes myself have found, 

For martial deeds, and depth of thought renown’d ; 
But Ithacus, unrivall’d in his claim, 

May boast a title to the loudest fame : 

In battle calm, he guides the rapid storm, 

Wise to resolve, and patient to perform. 

What wondrous conduct in the chief appear’d. 
When the vast fabric of the steed we rear’d ! 

Some daemon, anxious for file Trojan doom, 

Urg’d you with great Deiphobus to come, 

To’ explore the fraud ; with guile oppos’d to guile, 
Slow-pacing thrice around the' insidious pile, 

Each noted leader’s name you thrice invoke, 

Your accent varying as their spouses spoke : 

The pleasing sounds each latent warrior warm’d, 
But most Tydides’ and my heart alarm’d : 

To quit the steed we both impatient press, 
Threatening to answer from the dark recess. 
Unmov’d the mind of Ithacus remain’d, 

And the vain ardours of our love restrain’d : 

But Anticlus, unable to control, 

Spoke loud the language of las yearning soul : 
Ulysses straight with indignation fir’d, 

(For so the common care of Greece requir’d) 

Firm to his lips his forceful hands applied. 

Till on his tongue the fiutt'ring murmurs died. 
Meantime Minerva from the fraudful horse 
Back to the court of Priam bent your CQurse.’ 
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‘ Inclement fate ! (Telemachus replies) 

Frail is the boasted attribute of wise : 

The leader, mingling with the vulgar host, 

Is in the common mass of matter lost! 

Rut now let sleep the painful waste repair 
Of sad reflection, and corroding care. 

He. ceas’d ; the menial fair that round her wait, 
At Helen’s beck prepare the room of state ; 
Beneath an ample portico, they spread 
The downy fleece to form the slumbrous bed. 

And o’er soft palls of purple grain unfold 
Rich tapestry, stiff with iuwoven gold : 

Then through the’ illumin’d dome, to balmy rest 
The’ obsequious herald guides each princely guest: 
While to his regal bower the king ascends, 

And beauteous Helen on her lord attends. 

Soon as the morn, in orient purple dress’d, 
Unbar’d the portal of the roseate east, 

The monarch rose ; magnificent to view, 

The imperial mantle o’er his vest he threw ; 

The glittering zone athwart his shoulder cast, 

A starry falchion low-depending grac'd ; 

Clasp'd on his feet the’ embroider’d sandals shine ; 
And forth he moves, majestic and divine. 

Instant to young Telemachus he press’d, 

And thus benevolent his speech address’d : 

‘ Say, royal youth, sincere of soul, report 
What cause hath led you to the Spartan court ? 
Do public or domestic cares constrain 
* This toilsome voyage o'er the surgy main ?’ 

‘ O highly favour’d delegate of Jove ! 

(Replies the prince) inflam’d with filial love, 

And anxious hope, to hear my parent's doom, 

A suppliant to your royal court I come. 
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* Our sovereign seat a lewd usurping race 
With lawless riot and misrule disgrace ; 

To pamper'd insolence devoted fall 
Prime of the flock, and choicest of the stall : 

For wild ambition wings their bold desire, 

And all to mount the’ imperial bed aspire. 

But prostrate I implore, O king ! relate 
The mournful series of my father’s fate ! 

Each known disaster of the man disclose, 

Born by his mother to a world of woes ! 

Recite them ! nor in erring pity fear 
To wound with storied grief the filial ear : 

If e’er Ulysses, to reclaim your right, 

Avow’d his zeal in council or in fight, 

If Phrygian camps the friendly toils attest, 

To the sire’s merit give the son’s request.’ 

Deep from his inmost soul Atrides sigh’d, 

And thus indignant to the prince replied : 

* Heavens ! would a soft, inglorious, dastard train 
An absent hero’s nuptial joys profane ! 

So with her young, amid the woodland shades, 

A timorous hind the lion’s court invades, 

Leaves in the fatal lair the tender fawns, 

Climbs the green cliff, or feeds the flowery lawns : 
Meantime return’d, with dire remorseless sway 
The monarch-savage rends the trembling prey. 
With equal fury, and with equal fame, 

Ulysses soon shall reassert his claim. 

O Jove, supreme, whom gods and men revere ! 
And thou, to whom ’tis given to gild the sphere ! 
With power congenial join’d, propitious aid 
The chief adopted by the martial maid ! 

Such to our wish the warrior soon restore, 

As when contending on the Lesbian shore 
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His prowess Philomelides confess’d, 

And loud-acclaiming Greeks the victor bless'd ; 
Then soon the’ invaders of his bed and throne, 
Their love presumptuous shall with life atone. 
With patient ear, O royal youth, attend 
The storied labours of thy lather’s friend : 

Fruitful of deeds, the copious tale is long, 

But truth severe shall dictate to my tongue : 

Learn what I heard the sea-born seer relate. 
Whose eye can pierce the dark recess of fate. 

‘ Long on the’ Egyptian coast by calms confin’d, 
Heaven to my fleet refus’d a prosperous wind : 

No vows had we preferr’d, nor victim slain! 

For this the gods each favouring gale restrain : 
Jealous, to see their high behests obey’d j 
Severe, if men the’ eternal rites evade. 

High o’er a gulfy sea, the Pltarian isle 
Fronts the deep roar of disemboguing Nile: 

Her distance from the shore, the course begun 
At dawn, and ending with the setting sun, 

A galley measures ; when the stiffer gales 
Rise on the poop, and fully stretch the sails. 
There, anchor’d vessels safe in harbour lie, 

While limpid springs the failing cask supply. 

1 And now the twentieth sun, descending, laves 
His glowing axle in the western waves ; 

Still with expanded sails we court in vain 
Propitious winds to waft us o’er the lyaiu : 

And the pale mariner at once deplores 
His drooping vigour, and exhausted stores 
When lo ! a bright ccerulean form appears, 

The fair Eidotliea! to dispel my fears ; 

Proteus her sire divine. With pity press’d, 

Me sole the daughter of the deep address’d ; 
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What time, with hunger pin’d, my absent mates 
Roam the wild isle in search of rural cates, 

Bait the barb’d steel, and from the fishy flood 
Appease the’ afflictive fierce desire of food. 

* Whoe’er thou art (the azure goddess cries) 

Thy conduct ill deserves the praise of wise : 

Is death thy choice, or misery thy boast, 

That here inglorious on a barren coast 

Thy brave associates drocp, a meagre train, 

With famine pale, and ask thy care in vain ?’ 

* Struck with the kind reproach, I straight reply : 
Whate’er thy title in thy native sky, 

A goddess sure ! for more than mortal grace 
Speaks thee descendant of ethereal race : 

Deem not, that here of choice my fleet remains ; 
Some heavenly power averse my stay constraius : 
O, piteous of my fate, vouchsafe to shew 
(For what’s sequester’d from celestial view ?) 

What power becalms the’ innavigable seas ? 

What guilt provokes him, and what vows appease?' 

‘ I ceas’d ; when affable the goddess cried : 
Observe, and in the truths I speak confide : 

The orac’Ious seer frequents the Pharian coast, 
From whose high bed my birth divine I boast j 
Proteus, a name tremendous o’er the main, 

The delegate of Neptune’s watery reign. 

Watch with insidious care his known abode ; 

There fast in chains constrain the various god : 
Who bound, obedient to superior force, 

Unerring will prescribe your destin’d course. 

If studious of your realms, you then demand 
Their state, since last you left your natal land ; 
Instant the god obsequious w r ill disclose 
Bright tracts of glory, or a cloud of woes.’ 
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1 She ceas’d, and suppliant thus I made reply : 

O goddess ! on thy aid my hopes rely ; 

Dictate, propitious, to my duteous ear 
What arts can captivate the changeful seer : 

For perilous the’ essay, unheard the toil, 

To elude the prescience of a god by guile. 

* Thus to the goddess mild my suit I end. 

Then she : “ Obedient to my rule, attend : 

When through the zone of heaven the mounted sun 
Hath journey'd half, and half remains to run; 

The seer, while zephyrs curl the swelling deep, 
Basks on the breezy shore, in grateful sleep, 

His oozy limbs. Emerging from the wave, 

The Pliocae swift surround his rocky cave, 
Frequent and full ; the consecrated train 
Of her 2 , whose azure trident awes the main : 
There wallowing warm, the’ enormous herd exhales 
An oily steam, and taints the noon-tide gales. 

To that recess, commodious for surprise, 

When purple light shall next suffuse the skies, 
With me repair ; and from thy warrior band 
Three chosen chiefs of dauntless soul command ; 
Let their auxiliar force befriend the toil, 

For strong the god, and perfected in guile. 
Stretch’d on the shelly shore, he first surveys 
The flouncing herd ascending from the seas ; 

Their number summ’d, repos’d in sleep profound 
The scaly charge their guardian god surround : 

So with his battening flocks the careful swain 
Abides, pavilion’d on the grassy plain. 

With powers united, obstinately bold, 

Invade him, couch’d amid the scaly fold. 

Instant he wears, elusive of the rape, 

The mimic force of every savage shape : 

* Amphitrite. 
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Or glides with liquid lapse a murmuring stream, 
Or wrapt in flame, he glows at every limb. 

Yet still retentive, with redoubled might 
Through each vain passive form constrain his flight. 
Hut when, his native shape resum’d, he stands 
Patient of conquest, and your cause demands j 
The cause that urg’d the bold attempt declare, 
And soothe the vanquish'd with a victor’s pray’r. 
The bands relax'd, implore the seer to say 
What godhead interdicts the watry^way ? 

Who straight propitious, in prophetic strain 
Will teach you to repass the’ nnmeasur’d main.” 

She ceas’d, and bounding from the shelfy shore. 
Round Hie descending nymph the waves redound- 
ing roar. 

‘ High wrapt in wonder of the future deed, 
With joy impetuous to the port I speed : 

■ The wants of nature with repast suffice, 

Till night with grateful shade involv’d the skies. 
And shed ambrosial dews. Fast by the deep, 
Along the tented shore, in balmy sleep, 

Our cares were lost. When o’er the eastern lawn, 
In saffron robes the daughter of the dawn 
Advanc’d her rosy steps ; before the bay, 

Due ritual honours to the gods I pay ; 

Then seek the place the sea-born nymph assign’d, 
With three associates of undaunted mind. 

Arriv’d, to form along the’ appointed strand 
For each a bed, she scoops the hilly sand : * 

Then from her azure car the finny spoils 
Of four vast Pliocae takes, to veil her wiles : 
Beneath the finny spoils extended prone, 

Hard toil ! the prophet’s piercing eye to shun ; 
New from the corse, the scaly frauds diffuse 
Unsavoury stench of oil, and brackish ooze ; 
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But the bright sea-maid’s gentle power implor’d, 
With nectar’d drops the sickening sense restor’d. 

< Thus till the sun had travell'd half the skie* 
Ambush'd we lie, and wait the bold emprise : 
When thronging quick to bask in open air, 

The flocks of ocean to the strand repair ; 

Couch’d on the sunny sand, the monsters sleep ; 
Then Proteus, mounting from the hoary deep, 
Surveys his charge, unknowing of deceit : 

(In order told, we make the sum complete) 
Pleas’d with the false review, secure he lies, 

And leaden slumbers press his drooping eyes. 
Rushing impetuous forth, we straight prepare 
A furious onset with the sound of war, 

And shouting seize the god : our force to evade 
His various arts he soon resumes in aid : 

A lion now, he curls a surgy mane ; 

Sudden, our bands a spotted pard restrain ; 

Then arm’d with tusks, and lightning in his eyes, 
A boar’s obscener shape the god belies 
On spiry volumes, there a dragon rides ; 

Here, from our strict embrace a stream he glides : 
And last, sublime his stately growth he rears, 

A tree, and well-dissembled foliage wears. 

Vaiu efforts I with superior power compress’d. 

Me with reluctance thus the seer address'd : 

* Say, son of Atreus, say what god inspir'd 
This daring fraud, and what the boon desir’d ?’ 

I thus : — ‘ O thou, whose certain eye foresees 
The fix’d event of fate’s remote decrees ; 

After long woes, and Various toil endur’d, 

Still on this desert isle my fleet is moor’d ; 
Unfriended of the gales. All-knowing ! say, 
What godhead interdicts the watry way ? 
vot. i. i 
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What vows repentant will the power appease. 

To speed a prosperous voyage o'er the seas ?’ 

* To Jove (with stern regard the god replies) 
And all the’ offended synod of the skies, 

Just hecatombs with due devotion slain, 

Thy guilt absolv’d, a prosperous voyage gain. 

To the firm sanction of thy fate attend ! 

An exile thou, nor cheering face of friend, 

Nor sight of natal shore, nor regal dome 
Shalt yet enjoy, but still art doom’d to roam. 

Once more the Nile, who from the secret source 
Of Jove’s high seat descends with sweepy force, 
Must view his billows white beneath thy oar, 

And altars blaze along his sanguine shore. 

Then will the gods, with holy pomp ador’d, 

To thy long vows a safe return accord.’ 

‘ He ceas’d : heart- wounded with afflictive pain , 
(Doom'd to repeat the perils of the main, 

A shelfy tract, and long !) 1 O seer, I cry, 

To the stern sanction of the’ offended sky 
My prompt obedience bows. But deign to say. 
What fate propitious, or what dire dismay 
Sustain those peers, the relics of our host, 

Whom l with Nestor on the Phrygian coast 
Embracing left ? Must I the warriors weep, 
Whelm’d in the bottom of the monstrous deep ? 

Or did the kind domestic friend deplore 
The breathless heroes on their native shore ?’ 

‘ Press not too far, (replied the god) but cease 
To know', what known will violate thy peace : 

Too curious of their doom ! with friendly w oe 
Thy breast will heave, and tears eternal flow. 

Part live ! the rest, a lamentable train ! 

Range the dark bounds of Pluto’s dreary reign. 
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Two, foremost in the roll of Mars renown’d, 
Whose arms with conquest in thy cause werecrown’d, 
Fell by disastrous fate : by tempests tost, 

A third lives wretched on a distant coast. 

‘ By Neptune rescued from Minerva’s hate, 

On Gyrze, safe Oilean Ajax sat, 

His ship o’erwhehn’d : but frowning on the floods, 
Impious he roar’d defiance to the gods ; 

To his own prowess all the glory gave, 

The power defrauding who vouchsaf’d to save. 
This heard the ragiug ruler of the main ; 

His spear, indignant for such high disdain, 

He launch'd ; dividing with his forky mace 
The’ aerial summit from the marble base : 

The rock rush’d sea-ward with impetuous roar 
Ingulf’d, and to the’ abyss the boaster bore. 

‘ By Juno’s guardian aid, the watry vast, 

Secure of storms, your royal brother past ; 

Till coasting nigh the cape, where Malea shrouds 
Her spiry cliffs amid surrounding clouds, 

A whirling gust tumultuous from the shore, 

Across the deep his labouring vessel bore. 

In an ill-fated hour the coast he gain’d, 

Where late in regal pomp Thyestes reign’d ; 

But when his hoary honours bow’d to fate, 
Egysthus govern'd in paternal state. 

The surges now subside, the tempest ends ; 

From his tall ship the king of men descends ; 
There fondly thinks the gods conclude his toil ; 

Far from liis own domain salutes the soil : 

With rapture oft the verge of Greece reviews, 

And the dear turf with tears of joy bedews. 

Him thus exulting on the distant strand, 

A spy distinguish’d from his airy stand ; 
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To bribe whose vigilance, Egysthus told 
A mighty sum of ill persuading gold : 

There watch’d this guardian of his guilty fear. 

Till the twelfth moon had wheel’d her pale career ; 
And now admonish’d by his eye, to court 
With terror wing’d conveys the dread report. 

Of deathful arts expert, his lord employs 
The ministers of blood in dark surprise ; 

And twenty youths in radiant mail incas’d, 

Close ambush’d nigh the spacious hall he plac’d. 
Then bids prepare the hospitable treat : 

Vain shews of love to veil his felon-hate ! 

To grace the victor’s welcome from the wars, 

A train of coursers, and triumphal cars, 
Magnificent he leads : the royal guest, 

Thoughtless of ill, aeeepts the fraudful feast. 

The troop fbrtli issuing from the dark recess, 

With homicidal rage the king oppress ! 

So, whilst he feeds luxurious in the stall, 

The sovereign of the herd is doom’d to fall. 

The partners of his fame and toils at Troy, 

Around their lord, a mighty ruin ! lie : 

Mix’d with the brave, the base invaders bleed ; 
Egysthus sole survives to boast the deed.’ 

‘ He said ; chill horrors shook my shivering sohI, 
Rack’d with convulsive pangs in dust I roll ; 

And hate, in madness of extreme despair, 

To view the sun, or breathe the vital air : 

But when superior to the rage of woe, 

I stood restor’d, and tears had ceas’d to flow ; 
Lenient of grief, the pitying god began — 

* Forget the brother, and resume the man : 

To fate’s supreme dispose the dead resign, 

That care be fate’s, a speedy passage thine. 
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Still lives the wretch who wrought the death deplor'd, 
But lives a victim for thy vengeful sword j 
Unless with filial rage Orestes glow, 

And swift prevent the meditated blow : 

You timely will return a welcome guest, 

With him to share the sad funereal feast.’ 

“ He said : new thoughtsmy beating heartemploy, 
My gloomy soul receives a gleam of joy. 

Fair hope revives ; and eager I address'd 
The prescient godhead to reveal the rest. 

* The doom decreed of those disastrous two 
I’ve heard with pain, but oh ! the tale pursue ; 
What third brave son of Mai's the fates constrain 
To roam the howling desert of the main : 

Or in eternal shade if cold he lies, 

Provoke new sorrow from these grateful eyes.’ 

‘ That chief (rejoin’d the god) his race derives 
From Ithaca, and wondrous woes survives ; 
Laertes’ son : girt with circumfluous tides, 

He still calamitous constraint abides. 

Him in Calypso’s cave of late I view’d, 

When streaming grief his faded cheek bedew’d. 
But vain his prayer, his arts are vain, to move 
The’ enamour’d goddess, or elude her love : 

His vessel sunk, and deal- companions lost, 

He lives reluctant on a foreign coast. 

But oh, belov'd by heaven! reserv'd to thee 
A happier lot the smiling fates decree ! 

Free from that law, beneath whose mortal sway / 
Matter is chang’d, and varying forms decay, 
Elysium shall be thine ; the blissful plains 
Of utmost earth, where Rhadamanthus reigns. 
Joys ever young, unmix’d with pain or fear, 

Fill the wide circle of the’ eternal year : 
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Stern winter smiles on that auspicious clime : 

The fields are florid with unfading prime : 

From the bleak pole no winds inclement blow, 
Mould the round hail, or flake the fleecy snow ; 
But from the breezy deep the bless d inhale 
The fragrant murmurs of the western gale. 

This grace peculiar will the gods afford 
To thee theson of Jove, and beauteous Helen’s lord.’ 
4 He ceas’d, and plunging in the vast profound, 
Beneath the god the whirling billows bound. 

Then speeding back, involv’d in various th ought, 
My friends attending at the shore I sought. 
Arriv’d, the rage of hunger we control, 

Till night with silent shade invests the pole ; 

Then lose the cares of life in pleasing rest. — 

Soon as the morn reveals the roseate east, 

With sails we wing the masts, our anchors weigh, 
Unmoor the fleet, and rush into the sea. 

Rang’d on the banks, beneath our equal oars 
White curl the waves, and the vex’d ocean roars. 
Then steering backward from the Pharian isle, 

We gain the stream of Jove-descended Nile : 
There quit the ships, and on the destin’d shore 
With ritual hecatombs the gods adore : 

Their wrath aton’d, to Agamemnon’s name 
A cenotaph I raise of deathless fame. 

These rites to piety and grief discharg’d, 

The friendly gods a springing gale enlarg’d : 

The fleet swift tilting o’er the surges flew, 

Till Grecian cliffs appear’d, a blissful view ! 

4 Thy patient ear hath heard me long relate 
A story, fruitful of disastrous fate : 

And now, young prince, indulge my fond request j 
Be Sparta honour'd with his royal guest, 



Digitized by Google 




THE ODYSSEY. 



123 



Book 4. 

Till from his eastern goal, the joyous sun 
His twelfth diurnal race begins to run. 

Meantime my train the friendly gifts prepare, 
Three sprightly coursers, and a polish'd car : 

With these, a goblet of capacious mould, 

Figur’d with art to dignify the gold, 

(Form’d for libation to the gods) shall prove 
A pledge and monument of sacred love.’ 

‘ My quick return (young Ithacus rejoin’d) 
Damps the warm wishes of my raptur’d mind : 
Did not my fate my needful haste constrain, 
Charm’d by your speech, so graceful and humane, 
Lost in delight the circling year would roll, 

While deep attention fix’d my listening soul. 

But now to Pyle permit my destin’d way, 

My lov’d associates chide my long delay : 

In dear remembrance of your royal grace, 

I take the present of the promis’d vase ; 

The coursers for the champain sports, retain j 
That gift our barren rocks will render vain : 
Horrid with cliffs, our meagre land allows 
Thin herbage for the mountain goat to browze, 
But neither mead nor plain supplies, to feed 
The sprightly courser, or indulge his speed : 

To sea-surrounded realms the gods assign 
Small tract of fertile lawn, the least to mine.’ 

His hand the king with tender passion press’d, 
And smiling, thus the royal youth address’d : 

* O early worth ! a soul so wise, and young, 
Proclaims you from the sage Ulysses sprung. 
Selected from my stores, of matchless price, 

An urn shall recompense your prudent choice ; 
Not mean the massy mould of silver, grac’d 
By Vulcan’s art, the verge with gold enchas’d : 



Digitized by Google 




THE ODYSSEY. 



124 



Book 4. 



A pledge the sceptred power of Sidon gave, 

When to his realm I plough’d the orient wave.’ 
Thus they alternate; while with artful care 
The menial train the regal feast prepare : 

The firstlings of the flock are doom’d to die ; 

Rich fragrant wines the cheering bowl supply ; 

A female band the gift of Ceres bring ; 

And the gilt roofs with genial triumph ring. 

Meanwhile, in Ithaca, the suitor pow’rs 
In active games divide their jovial hours : 

In areas varied with mosaic art, 

Some whirl the disk, and some the javelin dart. 
Aside, sequester’d from the vast resort, 

Antinous sat spectator of the sport ; 

With great Eurymachus, of worth confess’d, J 
And high descent, superior to the rest ; C 

Whom young Noemon lowly thus address’d : 3 

* My ship equipp’d within the neighbouring port, 
The prince, departing for the Pylian court, 
Requested for his speed ; but courteous, say 
When steers he home, or why this long delay ? 

For Elis I should sail with utmost speed, 

To’ import twelve mares with their luxurious feed, 
And twelve young mules, a strong laborious race, 
New to the plough, unpractis'd in the trace.’ 
Unknowing of the course to Pyle design’d, 

A sudden horror seiz’d on either mind : 

The prince in rural bower they fondly thought, 
Numbering his flocks and herds, not far remote. 

‘ Relate (Antinous cries), devoid of guile, 

When spread the prince his sail for distant Pyle? 
Did chosen chiefs across the gulfy main 
Attend his voyage, or domestic train ? 
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Spontaneous did you speed liis secret course, 

Or was the vessel seiz’d by fraud or force ?’ 

* With willing duty, not reluctant mind, 
(Noemon cried) the vessel was resign’d. 

Who in the balance, with the great affairs 
Of courts, presume to weigh their private cares i 
With him, the peerage next in power to you ; 

And Mentor, captain of the lordly crew, 

Or some celestial in his reverend form, 

Safe from the secret rock and adverse storm, 
Pilots the course : for when the glimmering ray 
Of yester dawn disclos'd the tender day, 

Mentor himself I saw, and much admir’d.’ — 

Then ceas’d the youth, and from the court retir’d. 

Confounded and appall’d, the’ unfinish’d game 
The suitors quit, and all to council came : 

Antinous first the’ assembled peers address’d, 

Rage sparkling in his eyes, and burning in his breast. 

‘ O shame to manhood ! shall one daring boy 
The scheme of all our happiness destroy ? 

Fly unperceiv’d, seducing half the flower 
Of nobles, and invite a foreign power ? 

The ponderous engine rais’d to crush us all, 
Recoiling, on his head is sure to fall. 

Instant prepare me, on the neighbouring strand, 
With twenty chosen mates a vessel mann'd ; 

For ambush’d close beneath the Samian shore 
His ship returning shall my spies explore : 

He soon his rashness shall with life atone, 

Seek for his father’s fate, but find his own.’ 

With vast applause the sentence all approve j 
Then rise, and to the feastful hall remove : 

Swift to the queen the herald Medon ran, 

Who beard the consult of the dire divan : 
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Before her dome the royal matron stands, 

And thus the message of his haste demands : 

* What will the suitors ? must my servant train 
The’ allotted labours of the day refrain, 

For them to form some exquisite repast ? 

Heaven grant this festival may prove their last ! 

Or if they still must live, from me remove 
The double plague of luxury and love ! 

Forbear, ye sons of insolence ! forbear, 

In riot to consume a wretched heir. 

In the young soul illustrious thought to raise, 

Were ye not tutor’d with Ulysses’ praise ? 

Have not your fathers oft my lord defin’d. 

Gentle of speech, beneficent of mind ? 

Some kings with arbitrary rage devour, 

Or in their tyrant-minions vest the pow’r : 

Ulysses let no partial favours fall, 

The people’s parent, he protected all : 

But absent now, perfidious and ingrate ! 

His stores ye ravage, and usurp his state.’ 

He thus : * 0 were the woes yon speak the worst ; 
They form a deed more odious and accurs’d ; 

More dreadful than your boding soul divines : 

But pitying Jove avert the dire designs ! 

The darling object of your royal care 
Is mark’d to perish in a deathful snare ; 

Before he anchors in Ills native port, 

From Pyle resailing and the Spartan court ; 

Horrid to speak ! in ambush is decreed 
The hope and heir of Ithaca to bleed !’ 

Sudden she sunk beneath the weighty woes, 

The vital streams a chilling horror froze : 

The big round tear stands trembling in her eye, 
And on her tongue imperfect accents die. 



Digitized by Google 




Book 4. THE ODYSSEY. 127 

,At length, in tender language, interwove 
With sighs, she thus express’d her anxious love : 

4 Why rashly would my son his fete explore, 

Ride the wild waves, and quit the safer shore? 

Did he, with all the greatly wretched, crave 
A blank oblivion, and a friendly grave ?’ 

‘ Tis not (replied the sage) to Medon given 
To know, if some inhabitant of heaven 
In his young breast the daring thought inspir’d, 

Or if alone, with filial duty fir’d, 

The winds and waves he tempts in early bloom, 
Studious to learn his absent father's doom.’ 

The sage retir’d : unable to control 
The mighty griefs that swell her labouring soul, 
Rolling convulsive on the floor, is seen 
The piteous object of a prostrate queen. 

Words to her dumb complaint a pause supplies, 
And breath, to waste in unavailing cries. 

Around their sovereign wept the menial fair, 

To whom she thus address’d her deep despair : 

4 Behold a wretch whom all the gods consign 
To woe ! Did ever sorrows equal mine ? 

Long to my joys my dearest lord is lost, 

His country’s buckler, and the Grecian boast : 
Now from my fond embrace, by tempests torn, 
Our other column of the state is borne : 

Nor took a kind adieu, nor sought consent ! — 
Unkind confederates in his dire intent ! 

Ill suits it with your shews of duteous zeal, 

From me the purpos’d voyage to conceal : 

Though at the solemn midnight hour he rose, 

Why did you fear to trouble my repose ? 

He either had obey’d my fond desire, 

Or seen his mother pierc’d with grief expire. 
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Bid Dolius quick attend, the faithful slave 
Whom to my nuptial train Icarius gave, 

To’ attend the -fruit-groves: with incessant speed 
He shall this violence of death decreed, 

To good Laertes tell. Experienc’d age 
May timely intercept the ruffian-rage, 

Convene the tribes, the murderous plot reveal, 

And to their power to save his race appeal.’ 

Then Euryclea thus : * My dearest dread ! 
Though to the sword I bow this hoary head, 

Or if a dungeon be the pain decreed, 

I own me conscious of the’ unpleasing deed : 
Auxiliar to his flight, my aid implor'd, 

With wine and viands I the vessel stor’d : 

A solemn oath impos'd, the secret seal’d, 

Till the twelfth dawn the light of heaven reveal’d. 
Dreading the’ effect of a fond mother’s fear, 

He dar’d not violate your royal ear. 

But bathe, and in imperial robes array’d, 

Pay due devotions to the martial maid, 

And rest affianc’d in her guardian aid. 

Send not to good Laertes, nor engage 
In toils of state the miseries of age : 

Tis impious to surmise, the powers divine 
To ruin doom the Jove-descended line : 

Long shall the race of just Arcesius reign, 

And isles remote enlarge his old domain.’ 

The queen her speech with calm attention hears, 
Her eyes restrain the silver-streaming tears : 

She bathes, and, rob’d, the sacred dome ascends : 
Her pious speed a female train attends : 

The salted cakes in canisters are laid, 

And thus the queen invokes Minerva’s aid : 

‘ Daughter divine of Jove ! whose arm can wield 
The' avenging bolt, and shake the dreadful shield ! 
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If e’er Ulysses to thy fane preferr’d 
The best and choicest of his flock and herd ; 

Hear, goddess, hear, by those oblations won ; 

And for the pious sire preserve the son : 

His wish’d return with happy power befriend, 

And on the suitors let thy wrath descend !’ 

She ceas’d j shrill ecstasies of joy declare 
The favouring goddess present to the pray’r : 

The suitors heard, and deem’d the mirthful voice 
A signal of her hymenaeal choice ; 

Whilst one most jovial thus accosts the board : 

* Too late the queen selects a second lord ; 

In evil hour the nuptial rite intends, 

When o'er her son disastrous death impends.’ 

Thus he unskill’d of what the fates provide. 

But with severe rebuke Antinous cried : 

* These empty vaunts will make the voyage vain; 
Alarm not with discourse the menial train : 

The great event with silent hope attend ; 

Onr deeds alone our counsel must commend.' 

His speech thns ended short, he frowning rose, 
And twenty chiefs renown’d for valour chose : 
Down to the strand he speeds with haughty strides, 
Where anchor’d in the bay the vessel rides, 

Replete with mail and military store, 

In all her tackle trim to quit the shore. 

The desperate crew ascend, unfurl the sails ; 

(The sea-ward prow invites the tardy gales) 

Then take repast, till Hesperus display’d 
r His golden circlet in the western shade. 

Meantime the queen without refection due, 
Heart-wounded, to the bed of state withdrew : 

In her sad breast the prince’s fortunes roll, 

And hope and doubt alternate seize her soul. 
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So when the woodman's toil her cave surrounds. 
And with the hunter’s cry the grove resounds ; 

With grief and rage the mother-lion stung, 

Fearless herself, yet trembles for her young. 

While pensive in the silent slumbrous shade, 
Sleep’s gentle powers, her drooping eyes invade j 
Minerva, life-like on embodied air 
Impress’d the form of Iphthima the fair : 

(Icarius’ daughter she, whose blooming charms 
Allur’d Eumelus to her virgin-arms ; 

A sceptred lord, who o’er the fruitful plain 
Of Thessaly, wide stretch’d his ample reign) 

As Pallas will’d, along the sable skies 
To calm the queen the phantom-sister flies. 

Swift on the regal dome descending right, 

The bolted valves are pervious to her flight. 

Close to her head the pleasing vision stands, 

And thus performs Minerva’s high commands : 

* O why, Penelope, this causeless fear. 

To render sleep’s soft blessing insincere ? 

Alike devote to sorrow’s dire extreme 
The day reflection, and the midnight dream ! 

Thy son, the gods propitious will restore, 

And bid thee cease his absence to deplore.’ 

To whom the queen, whilst yet her pensive mind 
Was in the silent gates of sleep confin’d : 

* O sister, to my soul for ever dear, 

Why this first visit to reprove my fear ? 

How in a realm so distant should you know 
From what deep source my ceaseless sorrows flow ? 
To all my hope my royal lord is lost, 

His country’s buckler, and the Grecian boast j 
And with consummate woe to weigh me down, 
The heir of all his honours, and his crown, 
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My darling son is fled ! an easy prey 

To the fierce storms, or men more fierce than they ; 

Who, in a league of blood associates sworn, 

Will intercept the’ unwary youth’s return.’ 

4 Courage resume (the shadowy form replied), 
In the protecting care of heaven confide : 

On him attends the blue-ey’d martial maid ; 

What earthly can implore a surer aid ? 

Me now the guardian goddess deigns to send, 

To bid thee patient his return attend.’ 

The queen replies : ‘ If in the bless’d abodes, 

A goddess, thou hast commerce with the gods ; 
Say, breathes my lord the blissful realm of light, 
Or lies he wrapt in ever-during night ?’ 

‘ Inquire not of his doom (the phantom cries), 

I speak not all the counsel of the skies ; 

Nor must indulge with vain discourse, or long, 
The windy satisfaction of the tongue.’ 

Swift through the valves the visionary fair 
Repass’d, and viewless mix’d with common air. 
The queen awakes, deliver’d of her woes : 

With florid joy her heart dilating glows : 

The vision, manifest of future fate, 

Makes her with hope her son’s arrival wait. 

Meantime the suitors plough the watry plain, 
Telemachus in thought already slain ! 

When sight of lessening Ithaca was lost, 

Their sail directed for the Samian coast, 

A small but verdant isle appear’d in view, 

And Asteris the’ advancing pilot knew : 

An ample port the rocks projected form, 

To break the rolling waves, and ruffling storm : 
That safe recess they gain with happy speed, 
And in close ambush wait the murderous deed. 
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PALLAS, in a council of the gods, complains of the detention 
of Ulysses in the island of Calypso; whereupon Mercury is 
sent to command his removal. The seat of Caly pso de- 
scribed. She consents with much difficulty, and Ulysses 
builds a vessel with his own bands, on which he embarks. 
Neptune overtakes him witli a terrible tempest, in which he 
is shipwrecked, and in the last danger of death ; till Leuco- 
tbea, a sea-goddess, assists him, and after innumerable perils 
ha gets ashore on Pbseacia. 
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The saffron morn, with early blushes spread) 
Now rose refulgent from Tithonus’ bed ; 

With new-born day to gladden mortal sight, 

And gild the courts of heaven with sacred light 
Then met the’ eternal synod of the sky, 

Before the god who thunders from on high, 
Supreme in might, sublime in niqjesty. 

Pallas, to these, deplores the’ unequal fates 
Of wise Ulysses, and his toils relates ; 

Her hero’s danger touch’d the pitying power, 

The nymph’s seducements, and the magic bower* 
Thus she began her plaint : — ‘ Immortal Jove ! 
And you who fill the blissful seats above! 

Let kings no more with gentle mercy sway, 

Or bless a people willing to obey, 

But crush the nations with an iron rod, 

And every monarch be the scourge of god, 

If from your thoughts Ulysses you remove, 

Who rul’d his subjects with a father’s love* 

Sole in an isle, encircled by the main, 
Abandon'd, banish’d from his native reign, 
Unbless’d he sighs, detain’d by lawless charms, 
And press’d unwilling in Calypso’s arms. 




Digitized by Google 




THE ODYSSEY. 



136 



Book 5. 



Nor friends are there, nor vessels to convey, 

Nor oars to cut the’ immeasurable way. 

And now fierce traitors, studious to destroy 
His only son, their ambush’d fraud employ ; 

Who, pious, following his great father’s fame, 

To sacred Pylos and to Sparta came.’ [forms 
* What words are these? (replied the power who 
The clouds of night, and darkens heaven with storms) 
Is not already in thy soul decreed, 

The chief’s return shall make the guilty bleed ? 
What cannot wisdom do ? Thou may’st restore 
The son in safety to his native shore ; 

While the fell foes who late in ambush lay, 

With fraud defeated, measure back their way.’ 
Then thus to Hermes the command was given : 

* Hermes, thou chosen messenger of heaven ! 

Go, to the nymph be these our orders borne : 

TPis Jove’s decree Ulysses shall return ; 

The patient man shall view his old abodes, 

Nor help'd by mortal hand, nor guiding gods ; 

In twice ten days shall fertile Scheria find, 

Alone, and floating to the wave and wind. 

The bold Phaeacians there, whose haughty line 
Is mix’d with gods, half human, half divine, 

The chief shall honour as some heavenly guest, 
And swift transport him to his place of rest. 

His vessels loaded with a plenteous store 
Of brass, of vestures, and resplendent ore, 

(A richer prize than if his joyful isle 
Receiv’d him charg’d with Uion’s noble spoil) 

His friends, his country, he shall see, though late ; 
Such is our sovereign will, and such is fate.’ 

He spoke. The god who mounts the winged winds 
Fast to his feet the golden pinions binds, 
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That high through fields of air his flight sustain 
O’er the wide earth, and o’er the boundless main. 
He grasps the wand that causes sleep to fly, 

Or in soft slumber seals the wakeful eye ; 

Then shoots from heaven to high Pieria’s steep, 
And stoops incumbent on the rolling deep. 

So watery fowl, that seek their fishy food, 

With wings expanded o’er the foaming flood, 

Now sailing smooth the level surface sweep, 

Now dip their pinions in the briny deep. 

Thus o’er the world of waters Hermes flew, 

Till now the distant island rose in view ; 

Then swift ascending from the azure wave, 

He took the path that winded to the cave. 

Large was the grot in which the nymph he found, 
(The fair-liair’d nymph with every beauty crown’d) 
She sat and sung ; the rocks resound her lays : 

The cave was brighten’d with a rising blaze : 
Cedar and frankincense, an odorous pile, 

Flam’d on the hearth, and wide perfum’d the isle ; 
While she with work and song the time divides, 
And through the loom the golden shuttle guides. 
Without the grot, a various silvan scene 
Appear’d around, and groves of living green ; 
Poplars and alders ever quivering play’d, 

And nodding cypress form’d a fragrant shade ; 

On whose high branches, waving with the storm, 
The birds of broadest wing their mansion form, 
The chough, the sea-mew, the loquacious crow, 
And scream aloft, and skim the deeps below. 
Depending vines the shelving cavern screen, 

With purple clusters blushing through the green. 
Four limpid fountains from the clefts 'distil, 1 

And every fountain pours a sev'ral rill, > 

In mazy windings wandering down the hill : j 
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Where bloomy meads with vivid greens were 
And glowing violets threw odours round, [crown’d, 
A scene, where, if a god should cast his sight, 

A god might gaze, and wander with delight! 

Joy touch’d the messenger of heaven : he stay’d 
Entranc’d, and all the blissful haunt survey’d. 

Him, entering in the cave, Calypso knew ; 

For powers celestial to each other s view 
Stand still confess’d, though distant far they lie 
To habitants of earth, or sea, or sky. 

But sad Ulysses, by himself apart, 

Pour’d the big sorrows of his swelling heart ; 

All on the lonely shore he sat to weep, 

And roll’d his eyes around the restless deep ; 
Toward his lov’d coast he roll’d his eyes in vain, 
Till, dimra’d with rising grief, they stream’d again. 

Now graceful seated on her shining throne, 

To Hermes thus the nymph divine begun : 

‘ God of the golden wand ! on what behest 
Arriv’st thou here, an unexpected guest ? 

Lov’d as thou art, thy free injunctions lay ; 

'Tis mine, with joy and duty to obey. 

Till now a stranger, in a happy hour 
Approach, and taste the dainties of my bow’r.’ 
Thus having spoke, the nymph the table spread : 
(Ambrosial cates, with nectar rosy-red) 

Hermes the hospitable rite partook, 

Divine refection ! then, recruited, spoke. 

‘ What mov’d this journey from my native sky, 
A goddess asks, nor can a god deny ; 

Hear then the truth : By mighty Jove’s command, 
Unwilling, have I trod this pleasing land j 
For who, self-mov’d, with weary wing would sweep 
Such length of ocean and unmeasur’d deep ; 
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A world of waters ! far from all the ways 
Where men frequent, or sacred altars blaze ? 

But to Jove’s will submission we must pay j 
What power so great, to dare to disobey ? 

A man, he says, a man resides with thee, 

Of all his kind most worn with misery. 

The Greeks (whose arras for nine long years employ’d 
Their force on Uion, in the tenth destroy’d) 

At length embarking in a luckless hour, 

With conquest proud, incens’d Minerva’s pow’r : 
Hence on the guilty race her vengeance hurl’d, 
With storms pursued them through the liquid world. 
There all his vessels sunk beneath the wave ! 
There all his dear companions found their grave ! 
Sav’d from the jaws of death by heaven’s decree. 
The tempest drove him to these shores and thee. 
Him, Jove now orders to his native lands 
Straight to dismiss ; so destiny commands : 
Impatient fate his near return attends, 

And calls him to his country, and his friends 
E'en to her inmost soul the goddess shook ; 
Then thus her anguish and her passion broke : 

* Ungracious gods ! with spite and envy curst ! 
Still to your own ethereal race the worst ! 

Ye envy mortal and immortal joy, 

And love, the only sweet of life, destroy. 

Did ever goddess by her charms engage 
A favour’d mortal, and not feel your rage P 
So when Aurora sought Orion's love, 

Her joys disturb’d your blissful hours above, 

Till in Ortygia, Dian’s winged dart 
Had pierc’d the hapless hunter to the heart. 

So when the covert of the thrice-ear’d field 
Saw stately Ceres to her passion yield, 
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Scarce could lasion taste her heavenly charms, 
But Jove’s swift lightning scorch’d him in her arms. 
And is it now my turn, ye mighty powers ! 

Am I the envy of your blissful bowers ? 

A man, an outcast to the storm and wave, 

It was my crime to pity, and to save, 

When he who thunders rent his bark in twain, 
And sunk his brave companions in the main. 
Alone, abandon’d, in mid-ocean toss'd, 

The sport of winds, and driv’n from ev’ry coast, 
Hither tliis man of miseries I led, 

Receiv’d the friendless, and the hungry fed ; 

Nay promis’d (vainly promis’d !) to bestow 
Immortal life, exempt from age and woe. 

Tis past and Jove decrees he shall remove; 

Gods as we are, we are but slaves to Jove. 

Go then he may ; (he must, if he ordain, 

Try all those dangers, all those deeps, again) 

But never, never shall Calypso send 

To toils like these, her husband and her friend. 

What ships have I, what sailors to convey, 

What oars to cut the long laborious way ? 

Yet, I’ll direct the safest means to go : 

That last advice is all I can bestow.’ 

To her, the power who bears the charming rod : 

* Dismiss the man, nor irritate the god ; 

Prevent the rage of him who reigns above, 

For what so dreadful as the wrath of Jove?’ 

Tims having said, he cut the cleaving sky, 

And in a moment vanish’d from her eye. 

The nymph, obedient to divine command, 

To seek Ulysses, pac’d along the sand : 

Him pensive on the lonely beach she found, 

With streaming eyes in briny torrents drown’d, 
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And inly pining for his native shore ; 

For now the soft enchantress pleas’d no more ; 

For now, reluctant, and constrain'd by charms, 
Absent he lay in her desiring arms, 

In slumber wore the heavy night away, 

On rocks and shores consum’d the tedious day ; 
There sat all desolate, and sigh’d alone, 

With echoing sorrows made the mountains groan, 
And roll'd his eyes o’er all the restless main, 

Till, dimm’d with rising grief, they stream’d again. 

Here, on the musing mood the goddess press’d, 
Approaching soft; and thus the chief address’d: 

‘ Unhappy man ! to wasting woes a prey, 

No more in sorrows languish life away : 

Free as the winds I give thee now to rove — 

Go, fell the timber of yon lofty grove, 

And form a raft, and build the rising ship, 

Sublime to bear thee o'er the gloomy deep. 

To store the vessel let the care be mine, 

With water from the rock, and rosy wine, 

And life-sustaining bread, and fair array, 

And prosperous gales to waft thee on the way. 
These if the gods with my desires comply, 

(The gods, alas ! more mighty far than I, 

And better skill’d in dark events to come) 

In peace shall land thee at thy native home.’ 

With sighs, Ulysses heard the words she spoke. 
Then thus his melancholy silence broke : 

* Some other motive, goddess ! sways thy mind, 
Some close design, or turn of womankind ; 

Nor my return the end, nor this the way, 

On a slight raft to pass the swelling sea, 

Huge, horrid, vast ! where scarce in safety sails 
The best built ship, though Jove inspire the gale9. 
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The bold proposal how shall I fulfil ; 

Dark as 1 am, unconscious of thy will ? [bodes ; 
Swear then, thou mean’st not what my soul fore- 
swear by the solemn oath that bind the gods!’ 
Him, while he spoke, with smiles Calypso ey’d, 
And gently grasp'd his hand, and thus replied : 

* This shows thee, friend, by old experience taught, 
And learn’d in all the wiles of human thought. 

How prone to doubt, how cautious are the wise ? 
But hear, O earth, and hear, ye sacred skies ! 

And thou, O Styx! whose formidable floods 
Glide through the shades, and bind the’ attesting gods ! 
No form’d design, no meditated end 
Lurks in the counsel of thy faithful friend ; 

Kind the persuasion, and sincere my aim ; 

The same my practice, were my fate the same. 
Heaven has not curs’d me with a heart of steel, 

But given the sense, to pity, and to feel.’ 

Thus having said, the goddess march’d before : 
He trod her footsteps in the sandy shore. 

At the cool cave arriv’d, they took their state ; 

He fill’d the throne where Mercury had sat ; 

For him, the nymph a rich repast ordains, 

Such as the mortal life of man sustains ; 

Before herself were plac’d the cates divine, 
Ambrosial banquet, and celestial wine. 

Their hunger satiate, and their thirst repress'd, 
Thus spoke Calypso to her godlike guest : 

‘ Ulysses ! (with a sigh she thus began) 

O sprung from gods ! in wisdom more than man ! 

Is then thy home the passion of thy heart ? 

Thus wilt thou leave me, are we thus to part ? 
Farewell ! and ever joyful may’st thou be. 

Nor break the transport with one thought of me. 
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But ah, Ulysses ! wert thou given to know 
What fate yet dooms thee, yet, to undergo ; 

Thy heart might settle in this scene of ease, [please. 
And e'en these slighted charms might learn to 
A willing goddess, and immortal life, 

Might banish from thy mind an absent wife. * 

Am I inferior to a mortal <lame ? 

Less soft my feature, less august my frame ? 

Or shall the daughters of mankind compare 
Tueir earth-born beauties with the heavenly fair ?’ 
i Alas ! for this (the prudent man replies) 
Against Ulysses shall thy anger rise ? 

Lov’d and ador'd, O goddess! as thou art, 

Forgive the weakness of a human heart. 

Though well I see thy graces tar above 
The dear, though mortal, object of my love, 

Of youth eternal well the difference know, 

And the short date of fading charms below ; 

Yet every day, while absent thus I roam, 

I languish to return, and die at home. 

Whate’er the gods shall destine me to bear 
In the black ocean, or the watery war, 

*Tis mine to master with a constant mind ; 

Inur’d to perils, to, the worst resign’d. 

By seas, by wars, so many dangers run ; 

Still I can suffer : their high will be done !’ 

Thus while he spoke, the beamy sun descends, 
And rising night her friendly shade extends. 

To the close grot the lonely pair remove, 

And slept delighted with the gifts of love. 

When rosy morning call’d them from their rest, 
Ulysses rob’d him in the cloak and vest. 

The nymph’s fair head a veil transparent grac’d ; 
Her swelling loins a radiant zone embrac'd 
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With flowers of gold : an under robe, unbound, 

In snowy waves flow’d glittering on the ground. 
Forth issuing thus, she gave him first to wield 
A weighty axe, with truest temper steel’d, 

And double edg'd ; the handle smooth and plain, 
Wrought of the clouded olive’s easy grain ; 

And next, a wedge to drive with sweepy sway : 
Then to the neighbouring forest led the way. 

On the lone island’s utmost verge there stood 
Of poplars, pines, and firs, a lofty wood, 

Whose leafless summits to the skies aspire, 
Scorch’d by the sun, or sear’d by heavenly fire : 
(Already dried). These pointing out to view, 

The nymph just show’d him, and with tears withdrew. 

Now toils the hero ; trees on trees o’erthrown 
Fall crackling round him, and the forests groan : 
Sudden, full twenty on the plain are strow’d, 

And lopp’d, and lighten'd of their branchy load. 

At equal angles these dispos’d to join, 

He smooth’d and squar’d them, by the rule and line. 
(The wimbles for the work Calypso found) 

With those he pierc’d them, and with clinchers bound. 
Long and capacious as a shipwright forms 
Some bark’s broad bottom to outride the storms, 
So large he built the raft : then ribb’d it strong 
From space to space, and nail’d the planks along ; 
These form’d the sides : the deck he fashion’d last ; 
Then o’er the vessel rais’d the taper mast, 

With crossing sail-yards dancing in the wind ; 

And to the helm the guiding rudder join’d. 

(With yielding osiers fenc’d, to break the force 
Of surging waves, and steer the steady course) 
Thy loom, Calypso ! for the future sails 
Supplied the cloth, capacious of the gales. 
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With stays and cordage last he rigg’d the ship. 
And, roll’d on levers, launch’d her in the deep. 

Four days were past, and now, the work complete. 
Shone the fifth morn : when from her sacred seat 
The nymph dismiss'd him (odorous garments given), 
And bath’d in fragrant oils that breath'd of heaven ; 
Then fill’d two goat-skins with her hands divine. 
With water one, and one with sable wine ; 

Of every kind, provisions heav’d aboard ; 

And the full decks with copious viands stor’d. 

The goddess, last, a gentle breeze supplies, 

To curl old ocean, and to warm the skies. 

And now rejoicing in the prosperous gales, 

With beating heart Ulysses spreads his sails ; 
Plac’d at the helm he sat, and mark’d the skies, 
Nor clos’d in sleep his ever-watchful eyes. 

There view’d the Pleiads, and the northern team, 
And great Orion’s more refulgent beam, 

To which, around the axle of the sky 
The bear revolving, points liis golden eye : 

Who shines exalted on the’ ethereal plain, 

Nor bathes his blazing forehead in the main. 

Far on the left those radiant fires to keep 
The nymph directed, as he sail’d the deep. 

Full seventeen nights he cut the foamy way ; 

Tiie distant land appear'd the following day ; 
Then swell ’d to sight Pliaeacia’s dusky coast, 

And woody mountains, half in vapours lost ; 

That lay before him, indistinct and vast, 

Like a broad shield amid the watery waste. 

But him, thus voyaging the deeps below, 

From far, on Solym6’s aerial brow, 

The king of Ocean saw, and seeing bum’d : 
(From Ethiopia’s happy climes return’d :) 
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The raging monarch shook bis azure head, 

And thus in secret to his soul he said : 

* Heavens! how uncertain are the powers on high! 
Is then revers’d the sentence of the sky, 

In one man’s favour ; while a distant guest 
I shar’d secure the Ethiopian feast ? 

Behold how near Phaeacia’s land he draws ! 

The land, affix’d by fate’s eternal laws 
To end his toils. Is then our anger vain ? 

No ; if this sceptre yet commands the main.' 

He spoke, and high the forky trident hurl’d, 
Rolls clouds on clouds, and stirs the watery world, 
At once the face of earth and sea deforms, 

Swells all the winds, and rouses all the storms. 
Down rush’d the night ; east, west together roar ; 
And south, and north, roll mountains to the shore ; 
Then shook the hero, to despair resign’d, 

And question’d thus his yet-unconquer’d mind : 

* Wretch that I am ! what further fates attend 
This life of toils, and what my destin’d end P 
Too well, alas ! the island goddess knew 

On the black sea what perils should ensue. 

New horrors now this destin’d head enclose; 
Unfill’d is yet the measure of my woes ; 

With what a cloud the browsof heaven are crown’d! 
What raging winds ! what roaring waters round ! 
Tis Jove himself the swelling tempest rears ; 
Death, present death, on every side appears. 
Happy ! thrice happy ! who, in battle slain, 
Press’d, in Atrides’ cause, the Trojan plain : 

Oh ! had I died before that well-fought wall ; 

Had some distinguish’d day renown’d my tall ; 
(Such as was that, when showers of javelins fled 
From conquering Troy around Achilles dead) 
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All Greece had paid me solemn funerals then, 

And spread my glory with the sons of men. 

A shameful fate now hides my hapless head, 
Unwept, unnoted, and for ever dead !’ 

A mighty wave rush’d o’er him as he spoke, 

The raft it cover’d, and the mast it broke j 
Swept from the deck, and from the rudder tom, 

Far on the swelling surge the chief was borne : 
While by the howling tempest rent in twain 
Flew sail and sail-yards rattling o’er the main. 

Long press’d, he heav’d beneath the weighty wave 
Clogg’d by the cumbrous vest Calypso gave ; 

At length emerging, from his nostrils wide 
And gushing mouth, effiis’d the briny tide ; 

E’en then not mindless of his last retreat, 

He seiz’d the raft, and leap’d into his seat, 

Strong with the fear of death. The rolling flood 
Now here, now there, impell’d the floating wood. • 
As when a heap of gather’d thorns is cast, 

Now to, now fro, before the’ autumnal blast ; 
Together clung, it rolls around the field ; 

So roll’d the float, and so its texture held : 

And now the south, and now the north, bear sway, 
And now the east the foamy floods obey, 

And now the west wind whirls it o’er the sea. 

The wandering chief, with tails on toils oppress’d, 
Leucothea saw, and pity touch’d her breast : 
(Herself a mortal once, of Cadmus’ strain, 

But now an azure sister of the main) 

Swift as a sea-mew springing from the flood, 

All radiant on the raft the goddess stood ; 

Then thus address’d him : * Thou, whom heaven * 
decrees 

To Neptune’s wrath, stem tyrant of the seas, 
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(Unequal contest!) not his rage and pow’r. 

Great as he is, such virtue shall devour. 

What I suggest thy wisdom will perform ; • 
Forsake thy float, and leave it to the storm ; 

Strip off thy garments ; Neptune's fury brave 
With naked strength, and plunge into the wave. 
To reach Phaeacia all thy nerves extend : 

There fate decrees thy miseries shall end. 

This heavenly scarf beneath thy bosom bind, 

And live ; give all thy terrors to the wind. 

Soon as thy arms the happy shore shall gain, 
Return the gift, and cast it in the main ; 

Observe my orders, and with heed obey, 

Cast it far off, and turn thy eyes away.’ 

With that, her hand the sacred veil bestows, 

T hen down the deeps she div'd from whence she rose ; 
A moment snatch’d the shining form away. 

And all was cover’d with the curling sea. 

Struck with amaze, yet still to doubt inclin’d, 
He stands suspended, and explores his mind. 

* Whall shall I do ? Unhappy me ! who knows 
But other gods intend me other woes ? 

Whoe’er thou art, I shall not blindly join 
Thy pleaded reason, but consult with mine : 

For scarce in ken appears that distant isle 
Thy voice foretels me shall conclude my toil. 

Thus then I judge : while yet the planks sustain 
The wild waves’ fury, here I fix’d remain ; 

But when their texture to the tempest yields, 

I launch adventurous on the liquid fields, 

Join to the help of gods the strength of man, 

And take this method, since the best I can.’ 

While thus his thoughts an anxious council bold. 
The raging god a watery mountain roll'd j 
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Like a black sheet the whelming billows spread, 
Burst o'er the float, and thunder'd on bis head. 
Planks, beams, disparted fly : the scatter’d wood 
Rolls diverse, and in fragments strows the flood. 

So the rude Boreas, o’er the field new-shorn, 
Tosses and drives the scatter’d heaps of corn. 

And now a single beam the chief bestrides ; 

There, pois’d awhile above the bounding tides, 

His limbs discumbers of the clinging vest. 

And binds the sacred cincture round his breast : 
Then prone on ocean in a moment flung, [along, 
Stretch'd wide his eager arms, and shot the seas 
All naked now, on heaving billows laid, 

Stern Neptune ey'd him, and contemptuous said ; 

* Go, team’d in woes, and other woes essay ! 

Go, wander helpless on the watery way : 

Thus, thus find out the destin’d shore, and then 
(If Jove ordains it) mix with happier men. 
Whate'er thy fate, the ills our wrath could raise 
Shall last remember’d in thy best of days.’ 

This said, liis sea-green steeds divide the foam, 
And reach high JLgae and the towery dome, [pow’r, 
Now, scarce withdrawn the fierce earth-slmking 
Jove’s daughter, Pallas, watch’d the favouring hour, 
Back to their caves she bade the winds to fly, 

And hush’d the blustering brethren of the sky.' 
The drier blasts alone of Boreas sway. 

And bear him soft on broken waves away ; 

With gentle force impelling to that shore 
Where fate has destin'd he shall toil no more. 

And now two nights, and now two days were. past. 
Since wide he wander’d on the watery waste ; 
Heav'd on the surge with intermitting breath, 

And hourly panting in the arms of death : 

VOL. j. L 
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The third fair morn now blaz’d upon the main ; 
Then glassy smooth lay all the liquid plain, 

The winds were hush’d, the billows scarcely curl’d 
And a dead silence still'd the watery world. 
When, lifted on a ridgy wave, he spies 
The land at distance, and with sharpen’d eyes. 

As pious children joy with vast delight 
When a lov’d sire revives before their sight, 

(Who lingering long has call'd on death in vain, 
Fix’d by some demon to the bed of pain, 

Till heaven by miracle his life restore) 

So joys Ulysses at the’ appearing shore ; 

And sees (and labours onw ard as he sees) 

The rising forests, and the tufted trees. 

And now, as near approaching as the sound 
Of human voice the listening ear may wound, 
Amidst the rocks he hears a hollow roar 
Of murmuring surges breaking on the shore : 

Nor peaceful port was there, nor winding bay, 
To shield the vessel from the rolling sea, 

But cliffs, and shaggy shores, a dreadful sight ! 

All rough with rocks, with foamy billows wdrite. 
Fear seiz'd his slacken’d limbs and beating heart, 
As thus he commun’d with his soul apart : 

1 Ah me ! when o’er a length of waters toss’d, 
These eyes at last behold the’ unhop’d-for coast, 
No port receives me from the angry main, 

But the loud deeps demand me back again. 
Above sharp rocks forbid access ; around 
Roar the wild waves : beneath, is sea profound ! 
No footing sure affords the faithless sand, 

To stem too rapid, and too deep to stand. 

If here I enter, my efforts are vain, 

Dash’d on the cliffs, or heav’d into the main ; 
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Or round the island if my course I bend, 

Where the ports open, or the shores descend, 
Back to the seas the rolling surge may sweep, 

And bury all my hopes beneath the deep : 

Or some enormous whale the god may send 
(For many such on Amphitrite attend) : 

Too well the turns of mortal chance I know, 

And hate relentless of my heavenly foe.’ 

While thus he thought, a monstrous wave up-bore 
The chief, and dash’d him on the craggy shore : 
Torn was his skin, nor had the ribs been whole, 
But instant Pallas enter’d in his soul. 

Close to the cliff with both his hands he clung, 
And stuck adherent, and suspended hung ; 

Till the huge surge roll'd off; then, backward sweep 
The refluent tides, and plunge him in the deep. 

As when the polypus, from forth his cave 
Torn with full force, reluctant beats the wave ; 
His ragged claws are stuck with stoneB and sands : 
So the rough rock liad shagg’d Ulysses’ hands. 

And now had perish’d, whelm’d beneath the main; 
The’ unhappy man ; e’en fate had been in vain : 
But all-subduing Pallas lent her pow’r, 

And prudence sav’d him in the needful hour. 
Beyond the beating surge his course he bore, 

(A wider circle, but in sight of shore) 

With longing eyes, observing, to survey 
Some smooth ascent, or safe-sequester’d bay. 
Between the parting rocks at length he spied * 

A falling stream with gentler waters glide ; 

Where to the seas the shelving shore declin’d, 

And form’d a bay, impervious to the wind. 

To this calm port the glad Ulysses press'd. 

And hail’d the river, and its. god address’d : 
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1 Whoe'er thou art, before whose streams unknown 
I bend, a suppliant at thy watery throne, 

Hear, azure king ! nor let me fly in vain 
To thee from Neptune and the raging main. 
Heaven hears and pities hapless men like me, 

For sacred e’en to gods is misery : 

Let then thy waters give the weary rest. 

And save a suppliant, and a man distress’d.’ 

' He pray’d, and straight the gentle stream sub- 
sides, 

Detains the rushing current of his tides, 

Before the wanderer smooths the watry way, 

And soft receives him from the rolling sea. 

That moment, fainting as he touch'd the shore, 

He dropp’d his sinewy arms : his knees no more 
Perform’d their office, or his weight upheld : 

His swol’n heart heav’d ; his bloated body swell’d : 
From mouth and nose the briny torrent ran ; 

And lost in lassitude lay all the man, 

Depriv’d of voice, of motion, and of breath ; 

The soul scarce waking, in the arms of death. 
.Soon as warm life its wonted office found, 

The mindful chief Leucothea’s scarf unbound ; 
Observant of her word, he turn’d aside 
His head, and cast it on the rolling tide. 

Behind him far, upon the purple waves 
The waters waft it, and the nymph receives. 

Now parting from the stream, Ulysses found 1 
A mossy bank with pliant rushes crown’d ; > 

The bank he press’d, and gently kiss’d the ground; ) 
Where on the flowery herb as soft he lay, 

'rhus to his soul the sage began to say : 

* What will ye next ordain, ye powers on high ! 
And yet, ah yet, what fates are we to try 1 
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Here by the stream, if I the night outwear, 

Thus spent already, how shall nature bear 
The dews descending, and nocturnal air ; 

Or chilly vapours, breathing from the flood • , 

When morning rises? If I take the wood, 

And in thick shelter of innumerous boughs 
Enjoy the comfort gentle sleep allows ; 

Though fenc’d from cold, and though my toil be 
pass’d, 

What savage beasts may wander in the waste ? 
Perhaps I yet may fall a bloody prey 
To prowling bears, or lions in the way.’ 

Thus long debating in himself he stood : 

At length he took the passage to the wood, 

Whose shady horrors on a rising brow 
Wav’d high, and frown’d upon the stream below. 
There grew two olives, closest of the grove, 

With roots entwin’d, and branches interwove ; 
Alike their leaves, but not alike they smil’d 
With sister-fruits ; one fertile, one was wild. 

Nor here the sun’s meridian rays had power, 

Nor wind sharp piercing, nor the rushing shower ; 
The verdant arch so close its texture kept ; 
Beneath this covert great Ulysses crept. 

Of gather’d leaves an ample bed he made, 

( Thick stro wn by tempest through the bowery shade) 
Where three at least might winter’s cold defy, 
Though Boreas rag’d along the’ inclement sky. 
This store, with joy the patient hero found, 

And, sunk amidst them, heap’d the leaves around. 
As some poor peasant, fated to reside 
Remote from neighbours in a forest wide, 

Studious to save what human wants require, 

In embers heap’d, preserves the seeds of fire : 
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Hid in dry foliage thus Ulysses lies, 

Till Pallas pour'd soft slumbers on his eyes ; 

And golden dreams (the gift of sweet repose) 
Lull’d all his eares, and banish’d all liis woes. 
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1HE ARGUMENT. 

PALLAS appearing in a dream to Natisicaa (the daughter of 
Alcinous king of Phapacia) commands her to descend to the 
-river, and wash the robes of state, in preparation to her nop. 
tials. N ausicaa goes with her handmaids to the river ; where, 
while the garments are spread on the bank, they divert them- 
selves in sports. Their voices awake Ulysses, who, addressing 
himself to the princess^ is by her relieved and clothed, and 
receives directions in what manner to apply to the king 
and queen of the island. 
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While thus the weary wanderer sunk to rest, 
And peaceful slumbers calm’d his anxious breast, 
The martial maid from heaven's aerial height 
Swift to Phseacia wing’d her rapid flight. 

In eider times the soft Phaeacian train 
In ease possess’d the wide Hyperian plain ; 

Till the Cyclopean race in arms arose, 

A lawless nation of gigantic foes ; 

Then great Nausithous from Hyperia far, 

Through seas retreating from the sound of war, 
The recreant nation to fair Scheria led, 

Where never science rear’d her laurel’d head : 
There, round his tribes a strength of wall he rais’d ; 
To heaven the glittering domes and temples blaz’d ; 
Just to his realms, he parted grounds from grounds, 
Andshar’d the lands, and gave the lands their bounds. 
Now in the silent grave the monarch lay, 

And wise Alciuous held the regal sway. 

To his high palace through the fields of air 
The goddess shot : Ulysses was her care. 

There as the night in silence roll’d away, 

A heaven of charms divine Nausicaa lay : 



Digitized by Google 




THE ODYSSEY. 



158 



Book 6. 



Through the thick gloom the shining portals blaze : 
Two nymphs the portals guard, each nymph a grace. 
Light as the viewless air, the warrior-maid [head ; 
Glides through the valves, and hovers round her 
A favourite virgin’s blooming form she took. 

From Dymas sprung, and thus the vision spoke : 

‘ Oh indolent ! to waste thy hours away ! 

And sleep’stthou careless of the bridal day? 

Thy spousal ornament neglected lies j 
Arise, prepare the bridal train, arise ! 

A just applause the cares of dress impart, 

And give soft transport to a parent’s heart. 

Haste, to the limpid stream direct thy way, 

When the gay morn unveils her smiling ray : 

Haste to the stream ! companion of thy care, 

Lo, I thy steps attend, thy labours share. 

Virgin, awake ! the marriage hour is nigh, 

See ! from their thrones thy kindred monarchs sigh ! 
The royal car at early dawn obtain, 

And order mules obedient to the rein ; 

For rough the way, and distant rolls the wave, 
Where their fair vests Phaeadan virgins lave. 

In pomp ride forth ; for pomp becomes the great, 
And majesty derives a grace from state.’ 

Then to the palaces of heaven she sails, 
Incumbent on the wings of wafting gales : 

The seat of gods ! the regions mild of peace, 

Full joy, and calm eternity of ease. 

There no rode winds presume to shake the skies, 
No rains descend, no snowy vapours rise ; 

But on immortal thrones the bless’d repose ! 

The firmament with living splendours glows. 
Hither the goddess wing’d the’ aerial way, 

Through heaven’s eternal gates that blaz'd with day. 
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Now from her rosy car Aurora shed 
The dawn, and all the orient flam’d with red. 
Uprose the virgin with the morning light, 
Obedient to the vision of the night. 

The queen she sought: the queen her hours bestow’d 
In curious works ; the whirling spindle glow'd 
With crimson threads, while busy damsels cull 
The snowy fleece, or twist the purpled wool, 
Meanwhile Phaeacia’s peers in council sat : 

From his high dome the king descends in state, 
Then with a filial awe the royal maid 
Approach’d him passing, and submissive said : 

* Will my dread sire his ear regardful deign, 

And may his child the royal car obtain ? 

Say, with thy garments shall I bend my way 
Where through the vales the mazy waters stray ? 

A dignity of dress adorns the great, 

And kings draw lustre from the robe of state. 

Five sons thou hast : three wait the bridal day, 
And spotless robes become the young and gay : 

So when with praise amid the dance they shine, 

By these my cares adorn'd, that praise is mine.' 

Thus she : but blushes, ill-restrain’d, betray 
Her thoughts intentive on the bridal day. 

The conscious sire the dawning blush survey’d, 
And smiling thus bespoke the blooming maid : 

* My child, my darling jay, the car receive ; 

That, and whate’er our daughter asks, we give.’ 
Swift at the royal nod the’ attending train 
The car prepare, the mules incessant rein. 

The blooming virgin with dispatchful cares 
Tunics, and stoles, and robes imperial bears. 

The queen, assiduous, to her train assigns 
The sumptuous viands, and the flavorous wines. 
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The train prepare a cruise of curious mould, 

A cruise of fragrance, form’d of burnish’d gold ; 
Odour divine ! whose soft refreshing streams 
Sleek the smooth skin, and scent the snowy limbs. 

Now mounting the gay seat, the silken reins 
Shine in her hand : along the sounding plains 
Swift fly the mules : nor rode the nymph alone ; 
Around, a bevy of bright damsels shone. 

They seek the cisterns where Phaeacian dames 
Wash their fair garments in the limpid streams ; 
Where, gathering into depth from filing rills, 

The lucid wave a spacious bason fills. 

The mules unharness'd range beside the main, 

Or crop the verdant herbage of the plain. 

Then emulous the royal robes they lave, » 

And plunge the vestures in the cleansing wave : 
(The vestures cleans’d o’erspread the shelly sand, 
Their snowy lustre whitens all the strand) 

Then with a short repast relieve their toil, 

And o’er their limbs diffuse ambrosial oil ; 

And while the robes imbibe the solar ray, 

O’er the green mead the sporting virgins play 
(Their shining veils unbound). Along the skies 
Toss’d, and retoss’d, the ball incessant flies. 

They sport, they feast ; Nausicaa lifts her voice, 
And warbling sweet, makes earth and heaven rejoice. 

As when o’er Erymanth Diana roves, 

Or wide Taygetus’ resounding groves ; 

A silvan train the huntress-queen surrounds, 

Her rattling quiver from her shoulder sounds ; 
Fierce in the sport, along the mountain’s brow 
They bay the boar, or chase the bounding roe : 
High o’er the lawn, with more majestic pace, 
Above the nymphs she treads with stately grace :• 
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Distinguish'd excellence the goddess proves ; 
Exults Latona, as the virgin moves. 

With equal grace Nausicaa trod the plain, 

And shone transcendant o’er the beauteous train. 

Meantime (the care and favourite of the skies) 
Wrapt in embowering shade, Ulysses lies, 

His woes forgot ! but Pallas now address’d 
To break the bands of all-composing rest. 

Forth from her snowy hand Nausicaa threw 
The various ball ; the ball erroneous flew. 

And swam the stream: loud shrieks the virgin-train, 
And the loud shriek redoubles from the main. 
Wak’d by the shriiliug sound, Ulysses rose, 

And to the deaf woods, wailing, breath’d his woes : 
* Ail me ! on what inhospitable coast, 

On what new region is Ulysses tost : 

Possess’d by wild barbarians fierce in arms ; 

Or men whose bosom tender pity warms ? 

What sounds are these that gather from the shores ; 
The voice of nymphs that haunt the silvan bow’rs, 
The fair-hair’d Dryads of the shady wood, 

Or azure daughters of the silver flood ; 

Or human voice ? but, issuing from the shades, 
Why cease I straight to learn what sound invades ?’ 
Then, where the grove with leaves umbrageous 
bends • • . 

With forceful strength a branch the hero rends ; 
Around bis loins the verdant cincture spreads 
A wreathy foliage and concealing shades. 

As when a lion in the midnight hours, 

Beat by rude blasts, and wet with wintry show’rs, 
Descends terrific from the mountain’s brow : 

With living flames his rolling eye-balls glow j 
With conscious strength elate, he bends his way 
Majestically fierce, to seize bis prey 
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(The steer or stag) ; or with keen hanger bold 
Springs o’er the fence, and dissipates the fold. 

No less a terror, from the neighbouring groves 
(Rough from the tossing surge) Ulysses moves ; 
Urg’d on by want, and recent from the storms ; 
The brackish ooze his manly grace deforms. 

Wide o’er the shore with many a piercing cry 
To rocks, to caves, the frighted virgins fly ; 

All bnt the nymph : the nymph stood fix’d alone, 
By Pallas arm’d with boldness not her own. 
Meantime in dubious thought the king awaits, 

And self-considering, as he stands, debates ; 
Distant bis mournful story to declare, 

Or prostrate at her knee address the pray’r. 

But fearful to offend, by wisdom sway’d, * 

At awful distance he accosts the maid : 

‘ If from the skies a goddess, or if earth 
(Imperial virgin) boast thy glorious birth, 

To thee I bend ! if in that bright disguise 
Thou visit earth, a daughter of the skies, 

Hail, Dian, hail ! the huntress of the groves 
So shines majestic, and so stately moves, 

So breathes an air divine 1 But if thy race 
Be mortal, and this earth thy native place, 

Bless’d is the father from whose loins you sprung, 
Bless'd is the mother at whose breast you hung, 
Bless’d are the brethren who thy blood divide, 

To such a miracle of charms allied : 

Joyful they see applauding princes gaze, 

When stately in the dance you swim the' harmo* 
nious maze. 

But bless’d o’er all, thp youth with heavenly charms, 
Who clasps the bright perfection in bis arms ! 
Never, I never view’d till this bless’d hour 
Such finish’d grace 1 I gaze and I adore 1 
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Thus seems the palm with stately honours crown’d 
By Phoebus’ altars ; thus o'erlooks the ground ; 
The pride of Delos. (By the Delian coast 
I voyag’d, leader of a warrior-host, 

But ah how chang’d! from thence my sorrow flows; 
O fatal voyage, source of all my woes !) 

Raptur’d I stood, and as this hour amaz’d, 

With reverence at the lofty wonder gaz’d : 
Raptur’d I stand ! for earth ne’er knew to bear 
A plant so stately, or a nymph so fair. 

Aw’d from access, I lift my suppliant hands ; 

For misery, O queen, before thee stands ! 

Twice ten tempestuous nights I roll’d, resign’d 
To roaring billows, and the warring wind ; 

Heaven bade the deep to spare ! but heaven, my foe, 
Spares only to inflict some mightier woe 1 
Inur’d to cares, to death in all its forms ; 

Outcast I rove, familiar with the storms ! 

Once more I view the face of humankind : 

O let soft pity touch thy generous mind ! 
Unconscious of what air I breathe, I stand 
Naked, defenceless, on a foreign land. 

Propitious to my wants, a vest supply 
To guard the wretched from the’ inclement sky : 
So may the gods who heaven and earth control, 
Crown the chaste wishes of thy virtuous soul, 

On thy soft hours their choicest blessings shed ; 
Bless’d with a husband be thy bridal bed ; 

Bless’d be thy husband with a blooming race, 

And lasting union crown your blissful days. 

The gods, when they supremely bless, bestow 
Firm union on their favourites below : 

Then envy grieves, with inly-pining hate ; 

The good exult, and heaven is in our state.’ 
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To whom the nymph : * O stranger, cease thy care. 
Wise is thy soul, but man is bom to bear : 

Jove weighs afiairs of earth in dubious scales, 

And the good suffers, while the bad prevails : 

Bear, with a soul resign’d, the will of Jove ; 

Who breathes, mustmourn : thy woes are from above. 
But since thou tread’st our hospitable shore, 

T'is mine to bid the wretched grieve no more. 

To clothe the naked, and thy way to guide — 
Know, the Plraeacian tribes this land divide ; 

From great Alcinous’ royal loins I spring, 

A happy nation, and a happy king.’ 

Then to her maids — ‘ Why, why, ye coward train, 
These fears, this Might ? ye fear, and fly in vain. 
Dread ye a foe r dismiss that idle dread, 

Tis death with hostile step these shores to tread : 
.Safe in the love of heaven, an ocean flows 
Around our realm, a barrier from the foes y 
Tis ours this son of sorrow to relieve, 

Cheer the sad heart, nor let affliction grieve. 

By Jove the stranger and the poor are sent, 

And what to those we give, to Jove is lent. 

Then food supply, and bathe his fainting limbs 
Where waving shades obscure the mazy streams.’ 
Obedient to the call, the chief they guide 
To the calm current of the secret tide ; 

Close by the stream a royal dress they lay, 

A vest and robe, with rich embroidery gay : 

Then unguents in a vase of gold supply, 

That breath’d a fragrance through the balmy sky. 

To them the king : * No longer l detain 
Your friendly care j retire, ye virgin-train ! 

Retire, while from my wearied limbs I lave 
The foul pollution of the briny wave : 
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Ye gods ! since this worn frame refection knew. 
What scenes have I survey’d of dreadful view ? 
But, nymphs, recede ! sage chastity denies 
To raise the blush, or pain the modest eyes.’ 

The nymphs withdrawn, at once into the tide 
Active he bounds ; the flashing waves divide : 

O’er all his limbs his hands the wave diffuse, 

And from his locks compress the weedy ooze j 
The balruy oil, a fragrant shower, he sheds : 

Then, dress’d, in pomp magnificently treads. 

The warrior-goddess gives his frame to shine 
With majesty enlarg’d, and air divine : 

Back from his brows a length of hair unfurls, 

His hyacinthine locks descend in wavy curls. 

As by some artist to whom Vulcan gives 
His skill divine, a breathing statue lives ; 

By Pallas taught, he frames the wondrous mould, 
And o’er the silver pours the fusil gold : 

So Pallas his heroic frame improves 

With heavenly bloom, and like a god he moves. 

A fragrance breathes around : majestic grace 
Attend his steps : the’ astonish'd virgins gaze. 

Soft he reclines along the murmuring seas, 

Inhaling freshness from the fanning breeze. 

1 Not without care divine the stranger treads 
This land of joy : his steps some godhead leads : 
Woidd Jove destroy him, sure he had been driven 
Far from this realm, the favourite isle of heaven. 
Late a sad spectacle of woe he trod 
The desert sands, and now he looks a god. 

O heaven ! in my connubial hour decree 
This man my spouse, or such a spouse as he ! 

VOL. i. m 



The wondering nymph his glorious port survey’d, 
id to her damsels, with amazement, said : 
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But haste, the viands and the bowl provide’ — 

The maids the viands and the bowl supplied : 
Eager he fed, for keen his hunger rag'd, 

And with the generous vintage thirst assuag’d. 

Now on return her care Nausicaa bends, 

The robes resumes, the glittering car ascends, 
Far-blooming o’er the field : aud as she press’d 
The splendid seat, the listening chief address’d : 

* Stranger, arise ! the sun rolls down the day, 
JLo, to the palace I direct thy way ; 

Where in high state the nobles of the land 
Attend my royal sire, a radiant barid. 

But hear, though wisdom in thy soul presides, 
Speaks from thy tongue, and every action guides : 
Advance at distance, while I pass the plain 
Where o’er the furrows waves the golden grain : 
Alone I reascend — With airy mounds 
A strength of wall the guarded city bounds : 

The jutting land two ample bays divides ; 

Full through the narrow mouths descend the tides : 
The spacious basons arching rocks enclose, 

A sure defence from every storm that blows. 

Close to the bay great Neptune's fane adjoins ; 

And near, a forum flank’d with marble shines, 
Where the bold youth, the numerous fleets to store. 
Shape the broad sail, or smooth the taper oar : 

For not the bow they bend, nor boast the skill 
To give the feather’d arrow wings to kill ; 

But the tall mast above the vessel rear, 

Or teach the fluttering sail to float in air. 

They rush into the deep with eager joy, 

Climb the steep surge, and through the tempest fly j 

A proud, unpolish’d race — To me belongs 

The cave to shun the blast of slanderous tongues ; 
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Lest malice, prone the virtuous to defame, 

Thus with vile censure taint my spotless name : 

“ What stranger this, whom thus Nausicaa leads P 
Heavens ! with what graceful majesty he treads ! 
Perhaps a native of some distant shore, 

The future consort of her bridal hour ; 

Or, rather, some descendant of the skies ; 

Won by her prayer, the’ aerial bridegroom dies. 
Heaven on that hour its choicest iuduence shed, 
That gave a foreign spouse to crown her bed ! 

All, all the godlike worthies that adorn 
This realm, she flies ; Phaeacia is her scorn.” 

‘ And just the blame ; for female innocence 
Not only flies the guilt, but shuns the’ offence : . 
The’ unguarded virgin, as unchaste, I blame ; 

And the least freedom with the sex is shame, 

Till our consenting sires a spouse provide, 

And public nuptials justify the bride. 

‘ But would’st thou soon review thy native plain ? 
Attend, and speedy thou shalt pass the main : 

Nigh where a.grove, with.ycrdant poplars crown’d, 
To Pallas sacred, shades the holy ground, 

We bend our- way : a bubbling fount distils 
A lucid lake, and thence descends in rills ; 

Around the grove a mead with lively green 
Falls by degrees, and forms a beauteous scene ; 
Here a rich juice the royal vineyard pours ; 

And there the garden yields a waste of flowers. 
Hence lies the town, as far as to the ear 
Floats a strong shout along the waves of air. 
There wait embower’d, while I ascend alone 
To great Alcinous on Iris royal tin-one. 

Arriv'd, advance impatient of delay, 

And to the lofty palace bend thy way : 
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The lofty palace overlooks the town, 

From every dome by pomp superior known ; 

A child may point the way. With earnest gait 
Seek thou the queen along the rooms of state ; 
Her royal hand a wondrous work designs ; 

Around a circle of bright damsels shines, 

Part twist the threads, and part the wool dispose, 
While with the purple orb the spindle glows. 

High on a throne, amid the Scherian pow’rs, 

My royal father shares the genial hours ; 

But to the queen thy mournful tale disclose, 

With the prevailing eloquence of woes : 

So shalt thou view with joy thy natal shore, 
Though mountains rise between, and oceans roar.’ 
She added not, but waviug as she wheel’d 
The silver scourge, it glitter’d o’er the field : 

With skill the virgin guides the’ embroider'd rein, 
Slow rolls the car before the’ attending train. 

Now whirling down the heavens, the golden day 
Shot through the western clouds a dewy ray ; 

The grove they reach, where from the sacred shade 
To Pallas thus the pensive hero pray’d : 

* Daughter of Jovel whose arms in thunder wield 
The’ avenging bolt, and shake the dreadful shield ; 
Forsook by thee, in vain I sought thy aid 
When booming billows clos’d above my head : 
Attend, unconquer’d maid ; accord my vows, 

Bid the great hear, and pitying heal my woes.’ 
This heard Minerva, but forbore to fly 
(By Neptune aw’d) apparent from the sky : 

Stern god ! who rag’d with vengeance unrestrain’d, 
Till great Ulysses hail’d his native land. 
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THE COURT OF ALCINOUS. 

THE princess Nausicaa returns to the city, and Ulysses soon 
after follows thither. He is met by Pallas in the form of a 
young virgin, who guides him to the palace, and directs him 
in what manner to address the queen Arete. She then in- 
volves him in a mist, which causes him to pass invisible. 
The palace and gardens of Alcinous described. Ulysses fall* 
ing at the feet of the queen, the mist disperses, the Pbaeacians 
admire, and receive him with respect. Hie queen inquiring 
by what means be had the garments he then wore, he relates 
to her and Alcinous his departure from Calypso, and his ar- 
rival on their dominions. 

The same day continues, and the book ends with the night. 
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The patient heavenly man thus suppliant pray’d ; 
While the slow mules draw on the’ imperial maid ; 
Through the proudstreetshe moves, the public gaze: 
The turning wheel before the palace stays. 

With ready love her brothers, gathering round, 
Receiv’d the vestures, and the mules unbound. 

She seeks the bridal bower : a matron there 
The rising fire supplies with busy care, 

Whose charms in youth her father’s heart inflam'd, 
Now worn with age, Eury medusa nam’d : 

The captive dame Phseacian rovers bore, 

Snatch’d from Epirus, her sweet native shore, 

(A grateful prize) and in her bloom bestow’d 
On good Alcinous, honour’d as a god : 

Nurse of Nausicaa from her infant years, 

And tender second to a mother’s cares. 

Now from the sacred thicket where he lay, 

To town Ulysses took the winding way. 
Propitious Pallas, to secure her care, 

Around him spread a veil of thicken’d air ; 

To shun the’ encounter of the vulgar crowd, 
Insulting still, inquisitive and loud. 
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When near the fam’d Phaeacian walls he drew, 

The beauteous city opening to his view, 

His step a virgin met, and stood before : 

A polish’d urn the seeming virgin bore, 

And youthful smil’d ; but in the low disguise 
Lay hid the goddess with the azure eyes. 

‘Show me, fair daughter ( thus the chief demands), - 
The house of him who rules these happy lands. 
Through many woes and wanderings, lo ! I come 
To good Alcinous' hospitable dome. 

Far from my native coast, I rove alone, 

A wretched stranger, and of all unknown !’ 

The goddess answer’d : * Father, I obey, 

And point the wandering traveller his way : 

Well known to me the palace you inquire, 

For fast beside it dwells my honour’d sire ; 

But silent march, nor greet the common train 
With question needless, or inquiry vain. 

A race of nigged mariners are these ; 

(Jnpolish’d men, and boisterous as their seas : 

'Hie native islanders alone their care, 

And hateful he that breathes a foreign air. 

These did the ruler of the deep ordain 
To build proud navies, and command the main ; 

On canvass wings to cut the watery way ; 

No bird so light, no thought so swift as they.’ 

Thus having spoke, the’ unknown celestial leads : 
The footsteps of the deity he treads, 

And secret moves along the crowded space, 

Unseen of all the rude Phaeacian race. 

(So Pallas order’d, Pallas to their eyes 
The mist objected, and condens’d the skies) 

The chief with w onder sees the’ extended streets, 
The spreading harbours, and the riding fleets j 
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He next their princes’ lofty domes admires, 

In separate islands crown'd with rising spires ; 
And deep intrenchments, and high walls of stone, 
That gird the city like a marble zone. 

At length the kingly palace gates he view’d : 
There stopp’d the goddess, and her speech renew’d : 
‘ My task is done ; the mansion you inquire 
Appears before you : enter, and admire. 
High-thron’d, and feasting, there thou shalt behold 
The sceptred rulers. Fear not, but be bold : 

A decent boldness ever meets with friends, 
Succeeds, and e’en a stranger recommends. 

First to the queen prefer a suppliant’s claim, 
Alcinous’ queen, Arete is her name, 

The same her parents, and her power the same. 
For know, from Ocean’s god Nausithous sprung, 
And Peribaea, beautiful and young ; 

(Eurymedon’s last hope, who rul’d of old 
The race of giants, impious, proud, and bold ; 
Perish’d the nation in unrighteous war, 

Perish’d the prince, and left this only heir) 

Who now by Neptune’s amorous power compress’d, 
Produc’d a monarch that his people bless’d, 

Father and prince of the Plneacian name ; 

From him Rhexenor and Alcinous came. 

The first by Phoebus’ burning arrows fir’d, 

New from his nuptials, hapless youth! expir’d. 

No son surviv’d : Arete heirid his state, 

And her, Alcinous chose his royal mate. 

With honours yet to womankind unknown, 

This queen he graces, and divides the throne: 

In equal tenderness her sons conspire, 

And all the children emulate their sire. 
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When through thestreetshe gracious deigns to move, 
(The public wonder, and the public love) 

The tongues of all with transport sound her praise, 
The eyes of all, as on a goddess, gaze. 

She feels the triumph of a generous breast, I 
To heal divisions, to relieve the’ oppress’d ; > 

In virtue rich; in blessing others, bless’d. ) 

Go then secure, thy humble suit prefer, 

And owe thy country and thy friends to her.’ 

With that the goddess deign’d no longer stay, 
But o’er the world of waters wiug’d her way : 
Forsaking Sclieria’s ever-pleasing shore, 

The winds to Marathon the virgin bore ; 

Thence, where proud Athens rears hertowery bead, 
With opening streets and shining structures spread, 
She pass'd, delighted with the well-known seats ; 
And to Erectheus’ sacred dome retreats. 

Meanwhile Ulysses at the palace waits, I 

There stops, and anxious with his soul debates, V 
Fix’ll in amaze before the royal gates. ) 

The front appear'd with radiant splendours gay, 
Bright as the lamp of night, or orb of day. 

The walls were massy brass : the cornice high 
Blue metals crown'd, in colours of the sky : 

Rich plates of gold the folding doors incase ; 

The pillars silver, on a brazen base ; 

Silver, the lintels deep-projecting o’er, 

And gold, the riuglets that command the door. 
Two rows of stately dogs, on either hand, 

In sculptur'd gold and labour’d silver stand. 

These Vulcan form’d with art divine, to wait 
Immortal guardians at Alcinous’ gate ; 

Alive each animated frame appears, 

And still to live beyond the power of years. 
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.•air thrones within from space to space were rais’d, 
Where various carpets with embroidery blaz’d, 

The work of matrons : these the princes press’d, 
Day following day, a long-continued feast. 
Refulgent pedestals the walls surround, 

Which boys of gold with flaming torches crown’d ; 
The polish’d ore, reflecting every ray, 

Blaz’d on the banquets with a double day. 

Full fifty handmaids form the household train ; 
Some turn the mill, or sift the golden grain ; 

Some ply the loom ; their busy fingers move 
Like poplar leaves, when Zephyr fans the grove. 
Not more renown'd the men of Scherias isle, 

For sailing arts and all the naval toil, 

Than works of female skill their women’s pride. 
The flying shuttle through the threads to guide : 
Pallas to these her double gifts imparts, 

Inventive genius, and industrious arts. 

Close to the gates a spacious garden lies, 

From storms defended, and inclement skies. 

Four acres was the’ allotted space of giound, 
Fenc’d with a green enclosure all around : 

Tall thriving trees confess’d the fruitful mould ; 
The reddening apple ripens here to gold : 

Here the blue fig with luscious juice o’erflows, 
With deeper red the full pomegranate glows, 

The branch here bends beneath the weighty pear, 
And verdant olives flourish round the year. 

The balmy spirit of the western gale 
Eternal breathes on fruits untaught to fail : 

Each dropping pear a following pear supplies, 

On apples apples, figs on figs arise. : 

The same mild season gives the blooms to blow, 
The buds to harden, and the fruits to grow. 
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Here order'd vines in equal ranks appear, 

" all the* united labours of the year : 

Some to unload the fertile branches run, 

Some dry the blackening clusters in the sun, 
Others to tread the liquid harvest join, 

The groaning presses foam with floods of wine. 
Here are the vines in early flower descried, 

Here grapes discolour’d on the sunny side, 

And there in autumn's richest purple dyed. 

Beds of all various herbs, for ever green, 

In beauteous order terminate the scene. 

Two plenteous fountains the whole prospect 
crown’d ; 

This through the gardens leads its streams around, 
visits each plant, and waters all the ground ; 
While that in pipes beneath the palace flows, 

And thence its current on the town bestows : 

To various use their various streams they bring, 
The people one, and one supplies the king. * 
Such were the glories which the gods ordain’d, 
To grace Alcinous, and his happy land ! 

Een from the chief, who men and nations knew, 
The’ unwonted scene surprise and rapture drew ; 
In pleasing thought he ran the prospect o’er, 

Then hasty enter’d at the lofty door. 

Night now approaching, in the palace stand, 

With goblets crown’d, the rulers of the land j 
Prepar’d for rest, and offering to the god 
Who bears the virtue of the sleepy rod. 

Unseen he glided through the joyous crowd, 

With darkness circled, and an ambient cloud. 
Direct to great Alcinous’ throne he came, 

And prostrate fell before the’ imperial dame. 

1 “fj from around him drop’d the veil of night j 
sudden he shines, and manifest to sight. 
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The nobles gaze, with awful fear oppress'd ; 

Silent they gaze, and eye the godlike guest. 

‘ Daughter of great Rhexenor ! (thus began, 
Low at her knees, the much-enduring man) 

To thee, thy consort, and this royal train, 

To all that share the blessings of your reign, 

A suppliant bends ! O pity human woe ! 

’Tis what the happy to the’ unhappy owe. 

A wretched exile to his country send, 

Long worn with griefs, and long without a friend. 
So may the gods your better days increase, 

And all your joys descend on all your race ; 

So reign for ever on your country’s breast, 

Your people blessing, by your people bless’d !’ 
Then to the genial hearth he bow’d his face, 

And humbled in the ashes took his place. 

Silence ensued. The eldest first began, 

Echeneus sage, a venerable man ! 

Whose well-taught mind the present age surpass’d ; 
And join'd to that the’ experience of the last. 

Fit words attended on his weighty sense, 

And mild persuasion flow’d in eloquence. 

‘ Oh sight, (he cried) dishonest and unjust ! 

A guest, a stranger, seated in the dust ! 

To raise the lowly suppliant from the ground 
Befits a monarch. Lo ! the peers around 
But wait thy word, the gentle guest to grace, 

And seat him fair in some distinguish’d place. 

Let first the herald due libation pay 
To Jove, who guides the wanderer on his way ; 
Then set the genial banquet in his view, 

And give the stranger-guest a stranger’s due.’ 

His sage advice the listening king obeys ; 

He stretch’d his hand the prudent chief to raise, 
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And from his seat Laodamas remov’d, 

(The monarch’s offspring, and his best belov’d) 
There next his side the godlike hero sat ; 

With stars of silver shone the bed of state. 

The golden ewer a beauteous handmaid brings, 
Replenish’d from the cool translucent springs, 
Whose polish’d vase with copious streams supplies 
A silver laver, of capacious size. 

The table next in regal order spread, 

The glittering canisters are heap’d with bread : ' ' 

Viands of various kinds invite the taste, 

Of choicest sort and savour, rich repast ! 

Thus feasting high, Alcinous gave the sign, 

And bade the herald pour the rosy wine. 

4 Let all around the due libation pay 
To Jove, who guides the wanderer on his way.* ’ 
He said. Pontonus heard the king’s command : 
The circling goblet moves from hand to band : 
Each drinks the juice that glads the heart of man. 
Alcinous then, with aspect mild, began: 

4 Princes and peers, attend ! while we impart 
To you the thoughts of no inhuman heart. 

Now pleas’d and satiate from the social rite * 
Repair we to the blessings of the night : 

But with the rising day, assembled here, 

Let all the elders of the land appear, 

Pious observe our hospitable laws, 

And heaven propitiate in the stranger's cause : 
Then join’d in council, proper means explore r 
Safe to transport him to the wish’d-for shore : 
(How distant that, imports not us to know, 

Nor weigh the labour, but relieve the woe) 
Meantime, nor harm nor anguish let him bear : 
This interval, heaven trusts him to our care ; 
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Bat to his native land our charge resign’d, 
Heaven’s is Ids life to come, and all the woes behind. 
Then must he suffer what the fates ordain ; ^ 

For fate has wove the thread of life with pain, > 
And twins, e’en from the birth, are misery aud man ! j 

* But if, descended from the’ Olympian bower, 
Gracious approach us some immortal power ; 

If iu that form thou com’st a guest divine, 

Some high evefcf^e conscious gods design. 

As yet, unbid they never grac’d our feast, 

The solemn sacrifice call’d down the guest j 
Then manifest of heaven the vision stood, 

And to our eyes familiar was the god. 

Oft with some favour’d traveller they stray, 

And shine before him all the desert tvay: 

With social intercourse, and face to face, 

The friends and guardians of our pious race. 

So near approach we their celestial kind, 

By justice, truth, and probity of mind ; 

As our dire neighbours of Cyclopaean birth 
Match in fierce wrong the giant-sons of earth.’ 

* Let no such thought (with modest grace rejoin'd 
The prudent Greek) possess the royal mind. 

Alas ! a mortal, like thyself, am I ; 

No glorious native of yon azure sky : 

In form, ah, how unlike their heavenly kind ! 

How more inferior in the gifts of mind ! 

Alas, a mortal ! most oppress’d of those 
Whom fate has loaded with a weight of woes j 
By a sad train of miseries alone « 

Distinguish'd long, and second now to none ! 

By heaven’s high will compell’d from shore to shore j 
With heaven’s high will prepar’d to suffer more. 
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What histories of toil could I declare ? 

But still long-wearied nature wants repair ; 

Spent with fatigue, and shrunk with pining fast. 

My craving bowels still require repast. 

Howe’er the noble, suffering mind, may grieve 
Its load of anguish, and disdain to live; 

Necessity demands our daily bread ; 

Hunger is insolent, and will be fed. 

But finish, O ye peers ! what y/j-e?il r opose, 

And let the morrow’s dawn conclude my woes : 
Pleas’d w ill I suffer all the gods ordain, 

To see my soil, my son, my friends, again. 

That view vouchsaf’d, let instant death surprise 
With cver-during shade these happy eyes!’ 

The’ assembled peers with general praise approv’d 
His pleaded reason, and the suit he mov’d. 

Each drinks a full oblivion of his cares, 

And to the gifts of balmy sleep repairs. 

Ulysses in the regal walls alone 'k 

Remain’d : beside him, on a splendid throne, 
Divine Arete and Aleinous shone. ) 

The queen, on nearer view, the guest survey’d 
Rob’d in the garments her own hands had made ; 
Not without wonder seen. Then thus began, 

Her words addressing to the godlike man : 

‘ Caru’stthou not hither, wondrous stranger! say, 
From lands remote, and o'er a length of sea ? 

Tell then whence art thou? whence that princely air ? 
And robes like these, so recent and so fair ?’ 

‘ Hard is the task, O princess ! you impose, 
(Thus sighing spoke the man of many woes) 

The long, the mournful series to relate 
Of all my sorrows, sent by heaven and fate ! 
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Yet what you ask, attend. An island lies 
Beyond these tracts, and under other skies, 
Ogygia nam’d, in Ocean’s watry arms ; 

Where dwells Calypso, dreadful in her charms ! 
Remote from gods or men she holds her reign, 
Amid the terrors of the rolling main. 

Me, only me, the hand of fortune bore, 

Unbless’d ! to tread that interdicted shore, 

When Jove tremendous in the sable deeps 
Launch’d his red lightning at our scatter’d ships : 
Then, all my fleet, and all my followers lost. 

Sole on a plank, on boiling surges toss’d, 

Heaven drove my wreck the’ Ogygian isle to find, 
Full nine days floating to the wave and wind. 
Met by the goddess there with open arms, 

She brib’d my stay with more than human charms 
Nay promis’d, vainly promis’d, to bestow 
Immortal life, exempt from age and woe. 

But all her blandishments successless prove, 

To banish from my breast my country’s love. 

I stay reluctant seven continued years, 

And water her ambrosial couch witli tears. 

The eighth, she voluntary moves to part, 

Or urg’d by Jove, or her own changeful heart. 

A raft was form'd to cross the surging sea ; 
Herself supplied the stores and rich array ; 

And gave the gales to waft me on the way. 

In seventeen days appear’d your pleasing coast, 
And woody mountains half in vapours lost. 

Joy touch’d my soul : my soul was joy’d in vain, 
For angry Neptune rous’d the raging main ; 

The wild winds whistle, and the billows roar ; 
The splitting raft the furious tempest tore ; 

And storms vindictive intercept the shore. 
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Soon as their rage subsides, the seas I brave 
With naked force, and shoot along the wave, 

To reach this isle : but there my hopes were lost, 
The surge impell’d me on a craggy coast. 

I chose the safer sea, and chanc’d to find 
A river’s mouth, impervious to the wind, 

And clear of rocks. I fainted by the flood ; 

Then took the shelter of the neighbouring w ood. 
’Twas night ; and cover’d in the foliage deep, 

Jove plung’d my senses in the death of sleep. 

All night I slept, oblivious of my pain : 

Aurora dawn’d, and Phoebus shin’d in vain, 

Nor till oblique he slop’d his evening ray, 

Had Somnus dried the balmy dews away. 

Then female voices from the shore I heard : 

A maid amidst them, goddess-like, appear’d : 

To her I sued, she pitied my distress ; 

Like thee in beauty, nor in virtue less. 

Who from such youth could hope considerate care ? 
In youth and beauty wisdom is but rare ! 

She gave me life, reliev’d with just supplies 
My wants, and lent these robes that strike your 
eyes. 

This is the truth : and oh, ye powers on high ! 
Forbid that want should sink me to a lie.’ 

To this the king : 1 Our daughter but express'd 
Her cares imperfect to our godlike guest. 
Suppliant to her, since first he chose to pray, 

Why not herself did she conduct the way, 

And with her handmaids to our court convey ?’ 

‘ Hero and king ! (Ulysses thus replied) 

Nor blame her, faultless, nor suspect of pride : 

She bade me follow in the’ attendant train ; 

But fear and reverence did my steps detain, 
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Lest rash suspicion might alarm thy mind : 

Man’s of a jealous and mistaking kind.’ 

‘ Far from my soul (he cried) the gods efface 
All wrath ill grounded, and suspicion base ! 
Whate’er is honest, stranger, I approve ; 

And would to Phoebus, Pallas, and to Jove, 

Such as thou art, thy thought and mine were one, 
Nor thou unwilling to be call’d my son : 

In such alliance couldst thou wish to join, 

A palace stor’d with treasures should be tliinc. 

But if reluctant, who shall force thy stay ? 1 

Jove bids to set the stranger on his way, > 

And ships shall wait thee with the morning ray. y 
Till then, let slumber close thy careful eyes ; ) 

The wakeful mariners shall watch the skies, > 

And seize the moment when the breezes rise : y 

Then gently waft thee to the pleasing shore, 
Where thy soul rests, and labour is no more. 

Far as Eubaia though thy country lay, 

Our ships with ease transport thee in a day. 
Thither of old, Earth’s giant-son to view, 

On wings of winds with KJiadamanth they flew : 
This land, from whence their morning course begun, 
Saw them returning with the setting sun. 

Your eyes shall witness and confirm my tale, 

Our youth how dextrous, and how fleet our sail, 
When justly tim’d with equal sweep they row, 

And ocean whitens in long tracks below.’ 

Thus he. No word the’ experienc’d man replies, 
But thus to heaven (and heavenward lifts his eyes): 
1 O Jove! O father! what the king accords 
Do thou make perfect ! sacred be his words ! 

Wide o’er the world Alcinous’ glory shine ; 

Let fame be his, and ah ! my country mine !’ 
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Meantime Arete, for the hour of rest, 

Ordains the fleecy couch, and covering vest : 
Bids her fair train the purple quilts prepare, 

And the thick carpets spread with busy care. 
With torches blazing in their hands they pass’d, 
And finish'd all their queen’s command with haste : 
Then gave the signal to the willing guest : 

He rose with pleasure, and retir’d to rest. 

There, soft-extended, to the piurmuring sound 
Of the high porch, Ulysses sleeps profound l 
Within, releas’d from cares Alcinous lies ; 

And fast beside, were clos’d Arete’s eves. 
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